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PREFACE 


B OOKS on America are legion, including those by 
brother Indians, Some of the latter were provoked 
into being by Miss Katherine Mayo’s Mother India. 
And so naturally they have presented, only the dark 
side of IJ.S.A. I, however, have, endeavored to give 
a fair and balanced picture, touching both the good 
and the bad, which is perhaps the only apology for 
writing this book. The pictures are drawn and then 
left to speak for themselves. The Americans, like other 
peoples, are a fairly mixed lot and I believe that their 
good far outweighs the evil. 

Anyone who has stowed himself across a bay or a 
sea feels an itch to record his opinions about men and 
mice, women and things in general. 

The fool that has been taught to roam 
Excels the fool that has been left at home. 

I am perhaps one more victim to the temptation. 
What I have attempted in the book is an 
impartial evaluation of American and thus impliedly of 
European culture and civilization. Whatever may be 
the differences between Europeans and Americans, of 
which the former make much capital to the detriment 
of the latter, in Oriental 1 eyes Americans are only 
exaggerated Europeans and America is Europe raised 
to the nth degree. 

I want specially to assure my American readers 
that the book is never intended to be a satire though 
its photographic treatment may at first cast such a 
suspicion. Nothing could be farther from my mind 
than to offend or poke fun at any race or people: 
those who themselves live in glass houses should be the 
last to throw stones at others. The concluding Chapter 



is a dedication to America and I hope it will redeem the 
sins, if any, of the preceding ones. 

The book does not pretend to be a deep and serious 
study of U.S.A. But behind these casual sketches the 
curious reader may glean some useful information. 
The puritans to whom sex is taboo may perhaps wish 
that a few passages and chapters had been omitted. 
But this is a mixed world. 

A headless man had a story to write, 

’Twas read by one who had lost his sight, 

A mute repeated it word for word 

And deaf were they who listened and heard. 

Since the first edition of the book was published in 
194-2 breath-taking events have taken place in India— 
the attainment of Indian Independence, the creation of 
Pakistan and the assassination 6f Mahatma Gandhi, to 
name only a few. However, for the sake of background 
and atmosphere the book has been kept m its original 
form, the attention of the reader being invited to 
the changed circumstances wherever necessary. These 
remarks apply specially to the Chapter “ INDIA AND 
AMERICA” which in many respects is out of date and 
should therefore be read in the past tense for its proper 
setting. But as regards Americans, although they may 
have become wealthier than ever after the last world 
war, there is no fundamental change in the pattern of 
their life or philosophy. 

A second edition of the book has long been overdue 
but for one reason or another mostly through circum¬ 
stances arising out of the last world war it had to be 
put off till now. 

For those who need it there is a glossary of Indian 
words and allusions, and a table of U. S. currency with 
their Indian exchange, at the end of the book. 

September, 1949. 
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AN INDIAN IN AMERICA 


1. Ellis Island—Gateway of America 

T HE silver minarets of New York streamline into 
the sky. White clouds plume their high altitudes. 
The skyscrapers rise tier on tier on the horizon of the 
Atlantic; the Chrysler, Woolworth, Telephone, and 
above them all like a king among his generals, the 102 
storeyed Empire State Building. In the foreground, 
the Statue of Liberty, torch aflame in the morning sun. 

For days after leaving London the immeasurable 
ocean alone meets the traveller’s gaze. The mind is 
mostly a blank and then suddenly there rises the colossal 
skyline of New York, hitting the eye, ponderously 
challenging the very heavens. 

Sea-gulls hover around the ship. Ga, ga, gaw-ool- 
lah, meaning I suppose, land is near. 

At last we steamed past the Statute into the 
Hudson. I was awed by the perpendicular architecture 
and the petrified geometry of the New World. 

The Lancastriana berthed at the Cunard pier. 
The immigration officers now boarded the boat and 
examined our papers. The American passengers 
cheerfully walked down the gangway into the warm 
embrace of their friends and relatives. They always 
embrace in the West at meeting and parting, an amusing 
custom in Oriental eyes. No one rushed to embrace 
me. I was not even allowed to land, after days and 
nights of sea-sickness. * 

“You wait ” barked an officer. 
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I was l,he only Indian or “Hindu” as they call us in 
America—the only Asiatic on hoard and I remembered 
their Anti-Asiatic laws. One hour, two hours passed 
and nolliing happened. One of the ship’s mates told 
me that I might perhaps have to go to Ellis Island 
where the immigration oliice was located. I had already 
heard on board stories of the island, by no means 
pleasant ones. 

About noon two men stamped into the room where 
I was eating lunch. One was a soldier armed to the 
teeth and the other m plain clothes. The latter cut in 
gruffly : 

“ Hey, buddy, better hurry up ; we have to get 
going.” 

He had nothing better to offer my puzzled mind. 
The soldier clicked his heels to my left and his com¬ 
panion look his place to my right and escorted by these 
unwanted gentlemen I landed m God’s Own Country. 

“ Don’t try to give us the slip,” growled one. 

I felt myself a criminal. For the rest of the trip 
my escort was mum ; a grunt would have soothed my 
nerves. We now boarded a ferry bound for Ellis Island. 
I knew of other islands, Devil’s Island, for instance. 
The thought filled me with strange forebodings. 

We walked down to a block of red buildings and no 
sooner had I stepped inside the hall than the massive 
door shut behind me with a bang. 

What a sight greeted my eyes ! There were in the 
hall about two hundred men, women and children of 
almost all nationalities in the world dressed in their 
quaint and picturesque garbs. Some were pacing the 
floor up and down, oLhers chattering and laughing 
lit knots of two and three. Now and then they would 
sip the ice cold water bubbling up the drinking fountains. 
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They were mostly Europeans with a sprinkling of 
Chinese. I tried to converse with them hut not one 
knew a word of English. However, I discovered an 
Arab who spoke English. We soon became friends. 

The Arab had a story. ITe had come to the States 
with his wife and a child. As the baby had an attack 
of scabies all the three were detained on the island. 

A pretty little Austrian girl bounced past us. She 
had come to the country with her parents a fortnight 
back but as their passport did not include her she was 
not allowed to land. The girl spoke only German and 
was feeling herself lost when a young and pretty fraulein 
arrived there from Berlin with the forged passport of 
her deceased cousin. Soon they were chums. 

A fierce,-looking Italian, frantically pacing about 
like a cheetah m a cage, was suspected of being an 
anarchist and was therefore not allowed entry. He 
was to go back ; but dreading the summary methods of 
Mussolini he sent innumerable petitions to Uncle Sam’s 
circumlocution office at Washington. They came to 
nothing. His petitions became a joke among the 
daily changing population of the island. 

A little farther away was huddled up an Armenian 
couple, their faces furrowed with age. The}'’ had fled 
from Turkey during the Great War I and came to live 
with a son in Cuba. Thence they came to America to 
visit another son. As they would not leave the country 
after the expiry of their permit the U. S. Government 
deported them to Cuba. But Cuba did not want them ; 
she shipped them back to America. So the U. S. 
Government started negotiations with Turkey, but the 
latter did not want these Armenians who had deserted 
their country during the war and had thereby forfeiteS 
their citizenship. They were now a people without a 
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country and U. S. was in a fix. It had no other 
alternative but to return the Armenians to Cuba whence 
they had come to America. International law knows 
no mercies. 

Like many others the Arab and I started pacing 
the hall. A Greek lad joined us. He had arrived there 
about six months ago. He was on a visit to his brothers 
who had settled down in America. But he was stopped 
at the island as he had not completed fifteen years 
which is the prescribed minimum age for infants 
unaccompanied by relatives. He was only Lwo months 
short but had made it good at the island. But that 
would not do. Back he must go to Greece and come 
again. The law is an ass. The rule is that the rejected 
person is to be taken back without charge by the very 
ship that brought him to America. The ship would 
sometimes take five or six months to return, during 
which time he is the guest of Uncle Sam. 

I had not the faintest notion why I was detained. 
The Arab whom I considered quite an authority on 
these matters thought that it might be due to my 
wearing glasses. The Americans think that most Asiatics 
suffer from trachoma (an infectious disease of the eye 
leading to blindness) and people with glasses are suspect. 

At four in the evening an officer clapped his hands 
and the main door of the hall swung open. Escorted 
by guards we were led out to the grounds “for fresh air 
and exercise.” Wc were prisoners on parole. A few 
weeks back a detenu had jumped into the sea and made 
a dash for the land and now coast guards patrolled the 
island sharply looking out for daredevils making a bid 
fer entry into America by the back door. 

I strolled about, others played football. The Statue 
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of Liberty towered in front of us on Bedloe’s Island. 
The symbol of the New World was to us a mockery. 

“ We presented it to America ” remarked a French 
woman by my side. “ But they wouldn’t let me in. .. 
many call this Hell’s Island ! ” 

Not having sufficient funds she was to be repatriated. 

An officer in a white uniform now accosted me. 

“ I think we have met before in Bengal, some time 
during the Great War. I was in the British Intelligence.” 

I was a mere boy at that time and had never been 
in Bengal. 

After an hour we were clapped back into our glass- 
wmdowed cage. Then to dinner. Bread lay in heaps on 
the tables. A scramble for seats. We had soup, meat 
and beans. The riff-raff of Europe fought for ice-cream 
and coffee. And in the pell-mell I went away half- 
hungry. 

The Arab met me after dinner. He advised me 
not to reveal that I was an East Indian as it would go 
against me. Popularly called Hindus we are officially 
described as East Indians. 

“ But why should I be ashamed of my nationality ? ” 

At seven we were clapped, this time to bed. I was 
given a room with a wire net above obviously to prevent 
escape. Shades of Monte Cnsto. The door was locked 
by a warder. I resigned myself to my fate. I did not 
get a wink of sleep the whole night. 

Early next morning I was let out. The Arab 
rushed towards me. 

“ I didn’t see you in our dormitory last night. 
Where did you hide yourself ? ” inquired ths Arab. 

“ I bad a room for myself.” 

“ You were lucky. I slept with hundreds of others 
in the common dormitory. We sleep m bunks one over 
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the other. But some were singing, others coughing 
and the rest of us could get no sleep.” 

“ So now, I need not be ashamed of my nationality.” 

The office girls threw us papers and magazines from 
the balcony and were greatly amused at the melee that 
followed. Charity associations distributed clothing and 
food among the poorer immigrants. 

An hour later I was examined as God-madc-me. 
Incidentally the doctors enquired if the colour of the 
sari of Hindu women indicates caste. It appeared that 
two “Hindu” girls had passed through the island the 
previous week. 

Thence I was led into a room where two grave and 
bespectacled Judges were sitting on a dais. Abruptly 
they ordered me to hold up my right hand and take 
the oath. A gangster in New York made me do likewise 
a few months later. 

One was a White Judge and the other a Negro. 
The latter was placed there obviously to impress on 
new comers the perfect equality of races that is supposed 
to prevail in America. The judges examined me with 
reference to my passport and visa. 

“ Your name ? Age ? Nationality ? Colour ? ” 

Colour m America means race, White or Negro ; a 
coloured man means a Negro. 

They made me spell my name and that of my 
father and mother, and devised many other tests to 
prevent false personation. 

More questions : “ Was I ever insane ? . . . Any of 
my ancestors insane ? ” 

I stood aghast. They were interrogating me from 
a printed form ; it was routine work. How many wives 
had I ? Had I any contagious disease ? Had I sufficient 
funds in hand ? 
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Finally the White Judge addressed me : 

“ Sir, you are welcome to our country. But you 
should not try to work and earn money here. That is 
against our laws. Attend zealously to your studies and 
return to your country as soon as they are finished.” 

It was a strange welcome . a lump rose m my 
throat. 

I turned round to leave for New York when I was 
challenged at the gate. My visa showed that I was to 
go to Michigan, and so I was to proceed thither “ right 
away.” They pinned a flag marked “Michigan” on my 
coat and piloted me to a room which was filled with 
men and women similarly beflagged. I was assured that 
the flags were to keep us from being lost on the way ! 

I feared that I would never be able to see New 
York. However, before my departure from England 
I had requested the Hmdusthan Association of America 
to meet me at the dock and as Ihey failed to locate me 
there they sensed the turn of events. They sent then- 
very efficient Secretary to Ellis Island. He easily 
discovered me among the beflagged gentlemen. On 
his surety I was permitted to leave for the City and 
immediately we took the ferry for New York. 

Astrologers at home had told me that I was never 
destined to cross the “ black seas.” Now I was on solid 
American soil. I had conquered my destiny. 



2. God’s Own Country 


I REALISED that it is more difficult to enter America 
than heaven. Foreigners can enter the country only 
through the ports of New York or San Francisco. 

Those living in the United States are divided into 
four classes : (1) Citizens with the right to vote, own 
land, and hold office ; (2) Residents without any of these 
rights but who can stay there as long as they want; 
(3) Immigrants who may apply for and be admitted to 
citizenship ; (4) Non-quota immigrants like tourists and 
foreign students whose stay is necessarily of a temporary 
nature. 

It, was decreed that after 1014 members of the 
Aryan race alone could be American citizens—fore¬ 
runner of Nazi race theories. Thus the Chinese and the 
Japanese who threatened to swamp the west were 
excluded. Are the people of India Aryans ? The 
question came up before the Supreme Court in the 
matter of Bhagawat Singh Thmd, a Sikh, who applied 
for citizenship. The court held that though Indians 
are Aryans they arc not Caucasian Aryans and that 
therefore they could not be granted citizenship. It 
meant in effect that only Europeans could become 
American citizens. Even countries within the British 
Commonwealth like Canada, Australia, New Zealand 
and South Africa have passed similar laws. They are 
afraid that we would swamp them with our surplus 
population and lower their wages and living standards 
with our cheap labour. 

It is said that the chief reason for the popular 
prejudice in U.S. against Indians, mostly Sikhs, is 
because of their refusal to merge into the dominant 
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population. The Sikhs paraded about in their beards 
and turbans and America did not want little Indias any 
more than little Nippons inside their country. 

The new laws were given retrospective effect. 
There were a few thousand Indians who had originally 
gone to dig the Panama canal and had later settled in 
California as farmers growing oranges and apples. They 
worked and sweated, prospered, bought lands and built 
•Golden Temples. Now they would have had to sell 
out but under pressure from many quarters including 
threats of reprisal from India this aspect of the law was 
not enforced.* 

Indians and other Asiatics could still go to the 
United States as students and stay as long as they liked. 
America is the land of a thousand opportunities that 
India and China are not. It is easy to make money 
there and so students never finished their studies. It 
was therefore ordered that they should leave the 
country as soon as they have finished their business. 
Students could, however, work and support themselves 
as long as they kept that status. But as unemployment 
rose and there were not sufficient jobs for Americans 
themselves, foreign students were forbidden to work 
and earn money on pain of instant deportation. We 
cannot earn their money but we are welcome to spend 
ours in their country. 

Asia—Awake ! And ye foreign masters of Asia 
had better pack your kit bag and be ready to quit. 

Missionaries of recognised religious bodies like the 
Ramakrishna Mission are, however, exempt from these 
restrictions and can stay there as long as they want. 

* After a ceaseless struggle lasting over a quartet of a century 
America granted tho right of citizenship to Indians m 1946. A gr*at 
deal of credit for this goes to the India League of America and especially 
to Shmnati Vijayalakahmi Pandit, now India’s Ambassador to V S A, 
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That is only a courtesy returned, for there are many 
American Missions in India. 

We in India would like to hit back at America. 
Only we cannot—for the present. One day—not far— 
we may. Further. Americans would argue that they 
do not come to India to earn our money but to spend 
theirs. 

Polygamists are not admitted into the United 
States. A Muslim student was for this reason stopped 
at Ellis Island. But he assured the authorities that he 
did not believe in polygamy. 

“ I am not even married,” he replied. 

He was then permitted to outer. Perhaps, they are 
afraid that polygamists would walk away with all their 
pretty girls. 

While Asiatics are generally excluded from American 
citizenship it is fully open to Europeans. Evidently 
they prefer third class Europeans to lirsl. class Indians. 
It may also be that like Hitler they believe that only 
Nordics can. carry on the Nordic civilization in the 
Nordic heaven. 

The total number of immigrants is fixed roughly at 
150,000 a year, apportioned among the various European 
nationalities on a percentage basis. Forty millions 
have Lhns entered the United States since the discovery 
of America. It is thus clear that the Statue of Liberty 
is meant only for Europeans. But “ idiots, imbeciles, 
epileptics, insane persons, paupers, professional beggars, 
felons, illiterates, anarchists, polygamists and immoral 
women ” are excluded. Only the fitLest in body and 
mind are welcome to America and the meaning of the 
questions of the judges at Ellis Island gradually dawned 
on me. 
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But whence came the gangsters, racketeers and 
the miscellaneous hoodlum of Lhe underworld. Some 
were smuggled in—that is a regular trade ; others grow 
on native soil. 

Those immigrants who are admitted to citizenship 
are assembled together and the Mayor of the City or the 
Governor of the State administers to them the oath of 
citizenship. It is a solemn ceremony held in the Town 
Hall under a seething mass of Stars and SLripes while 
the band strikes up the Star-Spangled Banner or the 
Yankee-Doodle. They are taught the English—or 
should I say American—language and to hurrah for 
the flag. 

There are many flags in many lands, 

There are flags of every hue, 

But there is no flag in any land 
Like our own red, white and blue. 

Chorus 

Then hurrah for the flag. 

Our country’s flag, its stripes and stars. 

Cent per cent Americans they are now stereotyped 
in dress, thought and speech. Europe starved them : 
America nourishes them. Wherever their hat is, where- 
ever they prosper, is their country. I must here recall a 
story. An American—possibly a member of the Klu 
Klux Klan—was once boasting to a Jew that he was a 
hundred per cent American. 

“ How is that ? ” asked the Jew. 

“ Well, I hate Jews, Catholics and Negroes,” replied 
the American. 

“ That’s nothing,” remarked the Jew. “Well, you 
see, I am two hundred per cent American.” 
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“ How is that ? ” asked the other. 

“ Ah, I hate every one.” 

The United States is the melting pot of nations and 
the typical American is a composite of many strains. 

The Americans seem to be so proud of their land 
that they ought to inscribe at their gateway the couplet 
that adorns the walls of Diwan-i-Khas in old Delhi, 

If there be a paradise on earth, 

It is here, oh, it is here, oh, it is here. 

I could not become a citizen of the United States. 
It was then that I learned that Brazil welcomed Indian 
immigrants. Was not an Indian one of the heroes of 
their revolutionary war ? Docs not his statue adorn 
their capital ? Their government gives two hundred 
acres of land free to every immigrant. And an additional 
two hundred acres if he married a Brazilian woman. 
The proposition was tempting. Then a cloud fell on 
my brows. Suppose the land was m the malarial regions 
of the upper Amazon and the Brazilian belle a shrew ! 



3. Where All the World Meets 


INTERNATIONAL HOUSE, 500 Riverside Drive, 
A is the one place where all the world meets in New 
York. A lordly American eagle flaps its wings over 
the entrance on 'which is inscribed the motto of the 
House : 

That Brotherhood May Prevail. 

It is Rockefeller’s gift to the City for accommodating 
foreigners who are in New York on business or study, 
one more index of America’s cosmopolitan interests. 
Handsomely situate by the Hudson it commands a 
grand view of the wooded Palisades across the river. 
Grant’s tomb is on the right with the inscription “ May 
U. S. have peace.” In front of the House is the 
Oriental Park which came into life overnight under the 
magic of the millionaire’s money. One evening truck- 
loads of cherryblossoms, conifers and pagodas drove up 
and lo ! next morning there they stood m their pits 
rustling their leaves and pouting their flower-lips. That 
is how things are done in America. 

The five hundred men and women students who 
make their home at the International House arc drawn 
from the four corners of the globe. There are to be 
seen the sons and daughters of Japan, Brazil, England, 
China, Persia, India, Germany, Chile, Nigeria, Philip¬ 
pines and several other countries, living happily together 
as one family under the sun. Had the poet’s dream 
come true, the Federation of the World, the Parliament 
of Man ! 

The newcomer from India would have many 
amusing experiences. In winter Americans put up 
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revolving doors to prevent cold draughts. The new¬ 
comer goes round and round like the cat running 
after its tail. Their cafetaria or self-service system in 
the hotels is another novelty. But one gets used to 
these and several other things in course of time. For 
example, Americans say 0. K. for all right, yeah for 
yes and if we say u Thank you ” the other party replies 
“ You’re welcome ” (to thank him). The students go 
about familiarly addressing one another as “ Prof ” 
(Professor) and “ Doc ” (Doctor of Philosophy). The 
free and easy Yanks do not stand on ceremonies and 
often introduce themselves, unlike the English who are 
very reserved and wait for a third party to do the 
introduction : but the third party is often absent or 
has himself to be introduced by a fourth party. The 
American would say “ ITowde ? ” (How do you do?), 
hold forth his hand, “ My name is John Smith ? What 
may yours be ? ” He is hail-fellow-well-met. In a 
few minutes they call each other by their Christian 
names like life-long friends. 

The International House is a two-way experiment. 
For not only different races but also the different sexes 
live there together. In the co-educational American 
colleges men and women study together and at the I. II. 
they are under the same roof though in mutually 
exclusive tiers : valour is combined with discretion. The 
common halls and foyers arc their meeting places and 
m the bewitching atmosphere and the subdued light of 
shaded wall lamps young hearts may beat Logether and 
dream dreams and see visions. With the Oriental and 
Riverside Parks close a.t hand and the Ml moon above, 
a doll-like Burmese ma led an Alpine youth to the altar. 

* The various nationalities would at times turn out 
in their colourful costumes—Spanish mantillas, Russian 
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blouses. Red Indian leathers, Japanese knnonoes. 
Heavy Germans, silent Japanese, voluble Chinese, all 
laughing, working together in a happy little world. 
And now Europe is on lire : one mother’s son murders 
another mother’s son; God alone knows for what ? 
People dig trenches, their own graves, a rare privilege 
of civilization. Monstrous gas masks have become the 
symbol of Western civilization: and gas masks are 
death masks. Aeroplanes—-wings of man’s soaring 
ambition and vehicle to stars—have become destroying 
angels, messengers of death. Europe has become the 
shambles of Lhc world. Assassins are at large. The 
dream—and its fulfilment! 



4. Universities 


C OLUMBIA UNIVERSITY, on Morningside Heights, 
in the heart of New York City, has on its rolls 
nearly thirty-five thousand students a year and two 
thousand instructors, a town in itself. Downtown, 
New York University has twenty-five thousand, Boston 
University fourteen thousand and Chicago University 
thirteen thousand students respectively. Higher 
education has seeped to the masses and there are over 
six hundred Colleges and Universities m America. 
Their endowments range from seventy-three million 
(Columbia) to ninety million dollars (Harvard). The 
annual budget of Columbia is eleven million dollars—the 
income of a good-sized Indian State. 

There is not a subject under the sun from Astro- 
dynamics to Dancing, Architecture to Swimming, 
Sanskrit to Cooking that is not taught m the bigger 
Universities. But Dancing, Swimming and Cooking do 
not lead to a degree, only certificates of proficiency 
being granted for these courses. What people want 
will be taught. While education in England is mainly 
along classical lines, in America it has definite practical 
ends. Many courses offered at Harvard and Columbia, 
may be thought infra dig. at Oxford and Cambridge. 
It is strange that a nation of shopkeepers like the 
English did not start Commercial Courses in their 
colleges earlier than the Americans. Knowledge is 
power, not a decoration. The aim of their education is 
not accumulation of knowledge but action. 

The better American colleges should not be confused 
with the much-advertised Correspondence Colleges 
which send by post doctorate degrees in sheepskin for 



UNIVERSITIES 


17 


round sums of money. Such bucket shops may exist 
more in America than in England. In India there is a 
prejudice against American degrees perhaps following 
British cue. But there are more Nobehtes in U. S. than 
in India. The system of education that has made 
America what she is cannot be made of pith and card¬ 
board. Students from Japan, China and other countries, 
therefore, flock in large numbers into America. The 
West teaches, the East learns. Some day it will be the 
other way. 

Students seeking admission to the University are 
first given the Intelligence Test and then photographed, 
both of which appeared to me novel. But then the 
American student may become the President or a great 
scientist, financier or gangster. Many words and phrases 
used at their colleges strike us as new : thus they speak 
of High School Graduates. Junior Intermediate students, 
are called “ Freshmen,” Senior Intermediate “ Sopho¬ 
mores.” The same course is repeated two or three times 
a day for the convenience of students who may be 
working at other hours. One can join at the beginning 
of any “ Semester ” or term : he does not have to wait 
for a full year as in India. 

Degrees are awarded on the completion of a certain 
number of points. A subject which is taught twice a 
week carries two points, and another which is taught 
thrice a week, three points. Foreign students have to- 
take at least twelve points a semester so that they may 
finish their studies and quit the country as soon as 
possible. The advantage of the point system is that one 
can qualify for a degree according to the convenience 
of his time and money on the instalment system. 

There are frequent quizzes (surprise tests); “ Be 
Prepared ” is their motto. Final examinations are held 
at the end of the semester. There arc no cumulative 
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yearly or two-yearly examinations as in India ; they are 
tests of intelligence rather than of memory. “ Commit 
to mind and vomit to paper ” is not their ideal. Only a 
general view of the papers is taken and marks are given 
according to grades as A for fair, B for good, C for pass 
and D for failed, and not in split numbers as in India 
as though they are quoting the price of gold. 

Columbia, Harvard, Yale and other famous 
universities in America arc private institutions like 
Oxford and Cambridge. So fees are charged—-generally 
at the rate of 10 dollars a point. But in the State 
Colleges—of which there is one in every State—education 
up to the B.A. degree is free to the students of the 
State ; that is their privilege as citizens. Americans 
from other States are charged a nominal fee but foreign 
students higher rates. The State and Municipal Schools 
give not only tuition but also books and lunch free. 
Only the poor go to these schools as the well-to-do send 
their children to plush-lined private schools. New 
York alone spends more on education than the whole 
of India. 

Most Colleges hold summer courses for the sake of 
upcountry students, for which full credit is given by the 
home college. Thus the “Lib” and the “Lab” are 
employed throughout the twelve months of the year. 
In America one does not have to go in search of 
education, it is brought home to his door. 

In the class rooms the student etiquette differs 
from that in India. For example, they do not stand up 
when the professor enters the class. American demo¬ 
cracy docs not believe in old world pantomime. But 
they are keen to take down every word that falls from 
the professor’s mouth. Every now and then the 
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students pop up their hand to ask questions and clear 
doubts. 

“ I am paying ten dollars a point and I must get 
my money’s worth,” explained a student to me. The 
American is Jew and Scotchman combined. If our 
students followed the example of their American 
brethren ! 

There is no talking between students during class 
hours, no stamping, booing or catcalls—nor garlanding 
of the professors at the end of the year as in our Indian 
colleges. Outside class rooms Western students give 
vent to their exuberance by staging “ rags ” On one 
occasion I saw the undergraduates of Columbia ousting 
the “ cop ” (police constable) and ordering about the 
traffic to the most whimsical directions. The police, 
the pedestrians and the car-owners took it in good 
spirit for they too were tadpoles once upon a. time. 
Another pastime m the dormitories (hostels) is called 
“ rough housing.” If a student leaves his room without 
closing his door others mess it up by scattering the 
books and turning the furniture upside down. But if 
the “ rough houser ” is caught red-handed the other is 
entitled to give him the “ bath tub ” (ducking). 

The Initiation of the Freshman is a mystic rite in 
which he is blindfolded and then kicked and thrashed 
with sticks ; he is asked to jump down from a table 
which he readily does, falling among chairs. This is to 
test his courage. Then they test his intelligence by 
asking him all sorts of nonsensical questions. At last 
he is passed, takes the Freshman’s oath and is embraced 
into the group amidst great rejoicings in which hip-flasks 
play an important part. 

In the colleges there are social rooms where they 
play cards or chess or dance to radio music during off 



20 


AN INDIAN IN AMDIUCA 


hours. There are even cots for girl students who 
naturally get tired ankles going up and down the 
staircases or walking to and from one building to another. 
Everything in America is de luxe. 

In every college there are student “fraternities” 
with Greek names—Alpha Beta Thi, Phi Gamma Delta, 
etc., with their own pledges, badges, rings and brooches 
of which Americans are very fond. 

In sheer intellect Indians can hold their own 
against the Europeans and Americans ; perhaps we are 
even their superior ! But why do we fail in life where 
they succeed'? 

Each college and school is practically self-sufficient 
with its own theatre, bank, post office and newspaper. 
They are trained in leadership from childhood which 
bears fruit later m their mammoth corporations. 

The great passion of American youth is football and 
the coach gets a higher salary than many a professor. 
It is often met by a rich “old boy” jealous of the fame 
of his college. During matches the vast stadiums— 
accommodating a few hundred thousands—ring with 
shouts and cheers in concert—led by the paid cheer¬ 
leaders. 

American football is different from English; it is 
more like Rugby and far more dangerous. Fifty to sixty 
young men die annually at the gridiron. It is a war to 
victory or death and at every match three or four are 
carried out of the field in ambulance wounded or dead. 
Reserves replace them and the game goes on without 
interruption. American football is supposed to bring 
out the great fighting qualities of the pioneers and 
frontiermen. 
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AIL America is as thirsty for knowledge as they are 
hungry for money. They want to go to college if they 
can. There are women m the classes who are old 
enough to be grandmothers. But their grandmothers 
are young enough to drive a ear and spin a dance. 

Columbia has two million books and the New York 
Public Library four million. As soon as books are ready 
their numbers are flashed on an electric board. Books 
are taken, if necessary, to the reader by the attendants, 
often women. Librarianship has become a science. 
Who can resist knowledge when it comes through such 
lovely hands ? 

While most colleges m the United States are mixed, 
others like Harvard do not admit women except for 
post-graduate studies. Similarly the leading women’s 
colleges, Smith, Wellesley, Bryn Mawr, Radclill' and 
Barnard exclude men, which shows that even m America 
there are many conservative people. The Negroes too 
have their own universities, the better-known among 
them being Howard (not to be confused with Harvard) 
and Tuskegee Institute. 

Some colleges, however, advertise that they are 
eo-educational—-to attract more students. Unlike in 
India where the girl students are given separate seats 
under the protecting wings of the professor, in America 
the girls sit intermixed with the boys. Perhaps because 
of their free mixing they m the West are not so sex¬ 
conscious as we are. These girls—they are girls till 
thirty—with short hair-—like sheep after shearing— 
have the disconcerting habit of frequently pulling out 
the pocket mirror and powdering the nose in the open 
class. Having abandoned long hair, the crowning gldry 
of woman, they change the colour of what little there 
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is left from week to week, platinum, blonde, 5 ' red, 
chestnut or violet, according to passing fancy. Nose 
like Venus De Milo’s and lips red like the hibiscus ! 
How different from India where the full moon of the 
feminine face is veiled behind the dark cloud of the 
burka, light under a bushel. 



5. Earn While You Learn 


A MERICAN Universities do not feel they have 
done their duty by holding a few lectures or 
examinations. They nourish not the mind alone but feed 
the body also. Every college has an employment 
bureau which keeps itself in touch with newspaper 
offices and commercial houses, hotels and factories to 
find suitable jobs for the students. That is also the 
spirit of their government. Government m essence 
means large-scale kitchen management though latterly 
most governments provide more circus than bread. 

A few Indian universities have also started employ¬ 
ment bureaus but they are of little use as commerce and 
industry in this land are not properly organised and 
developed. 

New York is more expensive than any other city in 
the world. A room in the College hostel is 5 dollars 
and up a week; hotels charge 5 dollars and up a night. 
Food costs 1.50 dollars and up a day according to the 
elasticity of one’s belt. A plantain and a scoop of rice 
is 10 cents each. Washing is 15 cents a shirt at the 
Chinese and 25 cents at the American laundry. It costs 
100 dollars a month for a frugal student. Transactions 
are mostly cash and so if you have no money you starve. 
Many students earn their expenses by working during 
leisure hours, the minimum wage being 50 cents an 
hour. The high rate of their wages is due to a variety 
of causes the most important of which is the artificial 
scarcity of labour brought about by restrictions on 
immigration. 

Students work as waiters and buzz boys in hoteds r 
two hours of work pay them three meals. Others 
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work as salesmen, barbers and taxi drivers. In summer 
they hire themselves out as farm hands. The women 
students go out as maids, nurses, typists and sales girls. 
Indian girls in their lovely saris and vermilion dots 
are much sought after as speakers at women’s gatherings 
and as partners at dances. But our girls refuse to 
dance and thus miss quite a lot of fun which may 
sometimes turn out to be dangerous too, as some nice, 
weak girls have learned to their cost. If they know a 
little music and a little magic they will have no difficulty 
in earning money. Men should take a complete 
outfit of Indian costume including a gorgeous turban 
the full value of which they will realise only after 
reaching America. Some exceptionally clever students 
make three to four thousand dollars a year. Barn while 
you learn : that is the American way with Gandhi’s 
Wardha Scheme. 

If one is really hard up the University offers him 
free meal tickets : she is a real alma mater , the benign 
mother and not the step-mother. 

I used to wait at table—waiting can be an exciting 
job and it gives you an insight into human nature—- 
scrub floors, clean windows, write for the press, lecture 
before clubs, proof-read and broadcast to support 
myself. Once when I was washing dishes—-in a revolving 
electric machine—a professor strode up and patted me 
on the hack. 

“ Look here, young Hindu, I am glad you are 
doing this sort of work. You have the right spirit. I 
have heard that in your country manual labour is infra 
dig. Here it is not so. When I was at college I used 
to be a barber’s assistant during leisure hours.” 

t The mental attitudes of Americans and Indians are 
poles apart. Every American is proud to be a self-made 
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man. Perhaps there is more biography talked in their 
offices than in any other in the world. 

Wealthy lathers sometimes compel their sons to 
work to teach them the dignity of labour and the value 
of money. Thus Rockefeller's son ran a lift at Princeton. 
The time that the Oxford and Cambridge aristocrats 
waste on bridge and badinage is cashed into money by 
the aspiring students of New York and Chicago. 

It is no easy task to work and study at the same 
time. The proficiency of the self-supporting student is 
often low and he has little time for games or social life. 
But it is a good discipline. The American system makes 
college education possible even for the poor, and could 
there be a doubt that this is a distinct advantage ? 



6. New York—Skyscraper City 

H ENDRICK HUDSON the Dutch navigator—the 
English claim him as their own—sailed up the 
river which now bears his name one day in the 17th 
century. Subsequently the Dutch colonists bought 
Manhattan island—backbone of New York—from the 
Red Indians for .‘30 dollars worth of beads, tobacco, 
calico and rum. Manhattan m Red Indian language 
means “ the place where they got drunk.” The treaty 
was signed under an old and gnarled tree that still 
survives on the banks of Lhe Hudson as a silent witness 
to European bargaining power. The wealth of New 
York City is now estimated at twenty billion dollars. 
It had then a population of two hundred people and 
now of eight millions. 

The patriotic Dutch called the place New Amster¬ 
dam. Then came the English on the scene and did 
what they did to the Dutch centuries later in South 
Africa. With fire and sword they seized the town and 
baptised her New York The robbers were robbed. But 
she is neither Dutch nor English today. She is Irish 
and Jewish. Every “cop” there is an Irishman and 
every grocer a Jew. 

New York city has no political importance. She is 
not the capital of the United States, not even that of 
the New York State. The capitals of the States are 
small places like Albany (New York) and Sacramento 
(California). Wall Street is in New York city and that 
is all that matters. 

The Whites reclaimed the Manhattan marshes and 
bui 1 1 the fattest city on earth. Skyscrapers have replaced 
wigwams and totem poles, and giant liners sail up the 
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river once crowded with small canoes. Trains and 
buses, “elevated” and subway roar and shriek and 
aeroplanes loop up and down skywriting advertisements. 
Such is the contrast on the face of the land under White 
and Red masters. 

Guide books love to call New York the wonder city 
of the world. Its hundred and fifty skyscrapers with 
twenty to a hundred and two storeys are the obelisks of 
her prosperity. The streets and avenues resemble the 
grand canyons of their Colorado. Two hundred thousand 
people a day visit this materialistic Mecca. 

The Empire State Building—highest m the world 
—is like the Everest among the Himalayas. Admission 
to its tower is a dollar: it makes more money from 
visitors than from rent. For half of it is empty—this 
crown or tomb of capitalism. Enter any one of its sixty 
four elevators. The “locals” stopping at every floor 
takes nearly an hour to reach the top. But the “express ” 
bounces up by laps of twenty floors. Time is money in 
America and so most take the express. Whizz, shoots 
the express and you feel funny inside your tummy. 
There is a soda fountain in the tower. Have tea among 
the clouds ; prices also soar. 

The picture of A1 Smith, President of the Empire 
State Building adorns the wall. One time fish seller, he 
ultimately became Governor of New York. That is 
common in America. But they would not vote him to 
the Presidency because they said that he would smell of 
fish at the White House ; also because he is a Catholic 
and would bring the Pope to the Capitol. 

The glory of the New World unrolls itself to the eye 
from the observation tower. On a clear day one can 
see within a radius of fifty miles. The Chrysler, Woolworth 
and Singer stand nearby bridging heaven and earth like 
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Jacob's ladder. Their floor area ranges from ten to 
fifty acres and they can accommodate fifteen to twenty 
thousand people. The Empire State Building can hold 
thirty thousand—a town m itself. As one looks down 
from the top of the Building men and vehicles become 
mere specks. Even the speed of the cars seems slow. 
A military band striking bravely sounded like the swish 
of a distant whisper. 

They had originally planned to moor planes to the 
mast of the Building but strong winds made it dangerous. 
So now only a red light there to warn off night fliers. 
Millions of bricks and dollars have gone into the 
construction of the Building—as the booldet proudly 
brags. There has also been heavy toll of life. Every 
storey of a skyscraper means a worker dead ; it is the 
price of Icarian flights. 

I have watched the rapid vertical growth of the 
Building. On a foundation of reinforced concrete its 
steel frame grew girder by girder till in two magic years 
it pillared the sky. The fifty-four storeyed structure of 
the National City Bank of New York was completed in 
three months. The Americans have Aladdin’s lamp 
indeed ! 

An earthquake would be unthinkable in this city 
of skycrapers. But they are earthquake-proof too. 
They learned the lesson m the great San Francisco 
disaster. The mud-bed system of foundation and the 
cenlilever principle of construction keep them quake- 
proof. Hollow bricks are used for lightness, strength 
and even temperature. The steel is resilient and the 
steel frame of the Empire State Building has been known 
to Jiend a foot-and-a-half in the storm. 

But imagine the city being bombed ! 
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A few years ago the Wool worth building “ Cathedral 
of Commerce”—GO storeys, 702 feet—was the highest 
building in the world. Then came the Chrysler—f>8 
storeys, 808 feet. Now comes the Empire State Building 
—102 storeys, 1,252 feet, twenty times the height of a 
coconut tree,—dwarfying ancients and moderns. The 
race into space has apparently ceased ; it does not pay. 

But why all this perpendicular architecture—matter 
for European jests ? New York, Chicago and the other 
large cities arc cramped for space. Vertical growth is 
the only alternative to horizontal; land costs money, 
air costs nothing. 

A little country boy once visited New York with 
liis father. They were shot up to the eightieth floor in 
an elevator, when the boy asked his father timidly, 
Does God know we are coming ? ” 



7. Bagdad-On-The-Subway 


M ANY Americans eat, live and die in hotels. Their 
women arc too busy or too lazy—the queens or 
the drones of bnck-and-mortar bee-hives. Further, 
servants are costly, household management irksome. 
Hotels employ expert chefs and cooks and so why 
quarrel with wives over steak that tastes like leather 
and bread like cinder. 

There are hotels to suit every purse and taste, 
including vegetarian, from dc luxe Waldorf Astoria 
and Commodore with three to four thousand rooms, 
swimming pools, ball-rooms and roof gardens to Horn 
and Haardt’s automats. For lovers of rice and curry 
there are the Ceylon India Inn and Rajah’s Restaurant 
owned respectively by a Singalese and a Parsi. All 
nations have their own restaurants in New York and 
the Chinese chop-sueys are found in almost every street, 
where one can eat rice and garlic on chop-sticks. 

In the “service” hotels, servants are tipped. So 
Americans have invented eafetarias where the customer 
picks the dishes and serves himself. This is called self- 
service and tips are saved. Most hotels have both 
service and self-service. 

Horn and Haardt’s automat is a new idea. America 
is full of new ideas. Drop nickels and dimes into the 
slot and calces and other sweets fly into your palm. 
Coffee or tea ? Press a handle and you get it boiling 
hot. Add cream from the next fountain. 

Western food is insipid. Rice and curry sometimes 
served in the West is as different from the original as 
win« is from water. The best part of European dinner 
is the cut-glass and the beheaded flowers that decorate 



BAGDAD-ON-THE-SUBWAY 


31 


the tabic. The Europeans love to behead everything, 
animals, birds and flowers. Then one must eat with 
forks, spoons and knives of which there is a bewildering 
variety. One wishes he had twenty hands like Havana. 
One’s caste and breeding is determined by his table 
manners, which consist mostly in the correct tilting of 
the soup plate and of saying nice and hypocritical things 
at which they will all laugh together. 

Theatres m New York are legion and as common 
as their drugstores. The New Roxy at Rockefeller Centre 
is a palace of art. The interior is like a planetarium. 
The old Roxy combines cinema with the Hula-hula 
during interval. The theatres vie with each other in 
their novelties. At one theatre a Swann was reading 
palms free—an added attraction. 

There is no pushing or elbowing at their theatres or 
post offices as in our clear country. I once stood in a 
line which was half-a-mile in length. There is a method 
in their madness. 

The Telephone Building has enough wires to go 
eight times round the world, and enough girls for half 
the bachelors of New York. There are thirty million 
telephone calls a day mostly boys “dating” girls. The 
automatic dial has become Cupid’s safe and trusted 
messenger. 

The Pennsylvania and Grand Central stations 
resemble World Fairs. The subway runs more often 
over the head than under the ground. Subterranean 
America is scarcely less interesting than its surface. 
The Times Square and Grand Central subway stations 
are as busy as Fifth and Park Avenues. Sand cannot 
filter through the crowds who are bustling, hustling, 
hither, thither. There are restaurants, drug-shops, 
bazaars and mannequin parades at these stations. 
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O. Henry calls New York modern Bagdad-On-The- 
Subway. Is not America the land of modern Arabian 
Nights ! 

The New York subway is not so clean as the London 
tube. Papers and magazines are thrown about and 
skinflints can save money on papers. Over a million 
people a day travel by the subway alone, sitting or 
strap-hanging. The behaviour of the men toward 
women in these tumults leaves little room for complaint. 
And American etiquette does not require a man to 
surrender his seat to a standing woman. 

The “El” or Elevated tram is peculiar to the New 
World; it runs overhead on steel posts, all ol' which 
shows that Americans arc always on the move whizzing, 
whirling. The view from the “El” is mostly the back¬ 
yards of houses with clothes drying on the line. 

Unlike olcl cities like London where roads and 
streets wander about like lost souls in Hades, New York 
is geometrically patterned, and the streets and avenues 
instead of being named after forgotten heroes are 
numbered in arithmetical progression. No one is lost in 
this Euclidean wilderness as though he had the mariner’s 
compass. There is a letter box on every other lamp 
post: it is to make them write more letters and thus 
knit the distant parts of the country into closer union. 
Postage is kept low for the purpose. 

The city is administered by the Mayor ($25,000 
a year). The annual income of the Municipality is 
$500,000,000, of which $30,000,000 are spent for 
cleaning roads. Tammany Hall and the bosses control 
these enormous funds. 

New York is a city of contrasts. The glamour of 
Park Avenue shades off into the misery of Bowery and 
the East Side. The Municipality provides free beds for 
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the waifs and strays. Others sleep on benches m the 
parks—a common sight in summer. 

No picture of New York is complete without the 
Statue of Liberty—the guardian angel of America. Or 
as a European tourist remarked, the Statue is the monu¬ 
ment to the Goddess of Liberty buried below. One 
hundred and fifty feet high—twenty-five times the size 
of a six-footer—it stands on a pedestal of the same 
height. One goes up the pedestal m a lift and reaches 
the top by the winding staircase inside. The nose is 
4 feet, the forefinger 8 feet and the nail 1 foot in length. 
Other parts in proportion. Forty people can stand on 
the crown and twelve on the torch. 

Some Americans climb up the Statue of Liberty, 
and jump down to their death—a strange way of 
exercising one’s liberty. 



8. Captain Robot—the Mechanical Man 


A N uniformed Hussar stood to attention and saluted 
me as I entered. . . . Hotel, Times Square. I 
acknowledged his unusual courtesy. He escorted me 
to the tabic and strode away without uttering a word. 
He then walked up to the counter and whispered into 
the ear of the waitress. She blushed and he winked. 
Meanwhile, a crowd of street urchins had gathered on 
the side-walk, gaping at the Hussar. 

Was he a real or a tin soldier ? His salutes were 
jerks and his goose steeping had a mechanical precision. 
I consulted the cashier ; she smirked and went on 
pounding at the cash register. 

Three months later I chanced to see the Hussar’s 
picture in the New York Times. A British damsel had 
fallen in love with him and was carrying away her 
conquest in her arms. Better a tin lover than no lover. 

Captain Robot, even more than the Statue of 
Liberty, is the symbol of America. 



9. The Gay Yogi 


& & TT| AM, Ram, Sita Ram,” greeted the clean-shaven 
XV Swami joining our table at a New York hotel. 

He was in the ochre robes of the Sanyasin, his long 
black hair curling up from under his bottle-green turban. 
His appearance created a stir among the diners : all 
eyes turned to the bizarre Oriental apparition. 

“ Sita Ram, Swamiji.” 

We rose and received him with the respect due to 
his order. He gave us his card. 

“ Swami Eswarananda.” 

He bowled along in Bengali and switched on to 
Punjabi and Hindustham with polylingual ease. My 
Indian friends were in animated conversation. I alone 
was dumb. The shrewd Swami sized the situation and 
enquired in broken English my name and home. 

“ At the tip of India where the Bay of Bengal 
mingles with the Arabian Sea, near. ...” 

“ Kamya Kumari (Cape Comorin) where stands the 
Temple of the Virgin Goddess ” completed Eswarananda. 

Obviously he had visited my part of the country. ITe 
then started talking to me in my language, Malayalam. 
My friends left one by one and the Swami and I were 
together alone. 

“ You are the first Malayali I have met for years. 
I feel you’re my long lost brother. . . . Aren’t you and 
I both from the same place ? Aren’t we both Syrian 
Christians ? ” 

I was startled. The Swami a Christian ? 

“ Yes, indeed. I was baptised John. Let me tell 
you the story of my life. You should keep it a secret. 
Too poor, you know all India is poor—and hungry, I ran 
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away from home. I became a sea-man ; for years I 
slaved, saw many lands and played with the women of 
the ports. I was wearying of the sea and the women. 
When my ship reached Frisco I jumped to the shore at 
dead of the night. It was bitter cold, I pulled my coat 
tight around me, and ran—and ran. I knew no trade. 
I was hungry . . . and so I became a Swami. Look.”. 

He showed me his photocard in the attitude of 
blessing—the bhogi ' turned yogi. 1 

“After the great Vivekananda came to these shores” 
continued Eswarananda. “ Swamis and Yogis are in 
demand. The White folks do not know the true ones 
from the false. I began reading palms. My clients are 
mostly scullery maids : they want to know when they 
will marry or when their truant husbands will return. 
I charge a dollar each. I net in, 10 to 15 dollars a day, 
I who could not make eight annas in India, 

“ There is a fly in the ointment. Palmists and 
astrologers are classed with vagrants, and the police 
give ns the chase. I fled town after town. I began 
my caravan at Frisco and alter four years here I am m 
New York. I don’t know where I shall go next. And 
I shall wander on and on till my legs can carry me no 
longer. . . . 

“ Perhaps it is a good thing too that I had to flee 
one town after another. ... I didn’t have to face my 
old clients. 

“ Now I have a partner, a woman. Besides palm- 
reading I answer scaled questions.” 

“ You must be possessed of great occult powers, 
Swamiji,” I interrupted, 

1 Bhogi, Sanskrit word meaning Epicurean, liteially, one who 
revels in sensual pleasures. 

a Yogi, one who has renounced the pleasures of the world. 
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Not very,” explained Swami John, “ I have a 
room on the ground floor where I squat cross-legged in 
my robes, Buddhawise. In the basement immediately 
under the room sits my partner. There is a shooter 
under my robes, through which I send down the sealed 
questions. My partner opens the envelopes and 
telephones me the answers. The ear-phone is concealed 
m my turban folds.” 

A gay yogi indeed—who would not be gay when 
dollars flow in so easy. The Lama laughed and reeled 
off a few Slokas ' in Malayalam and drummed the devil’s 
tattoo. 

“ These are my mantrams - at a pinch.” 

“ I am thy Chela, 1 * 3 oh Guru : ! bless me ere thou 
depart.” 


1 Slokcts , stanzas 

• Manlvams, magical spells. 

3 Chela , disciple. 

* (ruru, teacher. 



10. Colour Bar 


T HE White barber stared at me, for he would not 
cut a Negro’s hair. If he did, his customers would 
boycott him. However, as I coolly settled down in the 
chair, he might have been reassured that I did not 
belong to the woolly race. He passed the comb through 
my curly hair. 

“ Ah, you are not a Negro. May be you are a 
Cuban or a Hindu.” 

“ How did you make out that I am not a Negro ? ” 
“ Both the Hindu and the Negro are dark. But 
there is a difference. The Nigger is black, you are only 
dark. Get me ? Yours is the complexion of a sun¬ 
burned European. The Negro is born black like coal. 

“ There is the hair. As I am a barber I know my 
onions. Like us White folks, Hindus have both straight 
hair and curly hair. But the Negro hair is always 
curly—curly in a manner different from ours. We call 
it ‘kinky’—like wool fixed on the skull. The ordinary 
comb cannot get into it. They have special combs and 
scissors. 

“ There are no pure Negroes in our country. They 
all have a drop of White blood. Some of them are very 
fair but the lunks give them away. Their attempts to 
straighten the hair by brush and oil are of no avail. 
If one could invent a process for the purpose he would 
make a fortune. 

“ Hindus have sharp features, thin nose and lips 
just like any of us. But the woolly ones have thick and 
heavy lips, flat nose, high cheekbones and cauliflower 
ears. There are indeed a few Negroes who are fair and 
have sharp features. One in a million may have 
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straight hair. Some appear White, fairer than the White. 
But any day we can find them out. The Negroes have 
a funny smell. Besides, the moon in their nails is 
black ; that is the final test. 

“ You Hindus are different, you are dark Europeans; 
if you are bleached you are one of us, if I am browned 
I am one of you.” 

“ It is easy to brown, seignior, but hard to bleach” 
I remarked. “But. .. why do you lynch the Negro ? ” 

His face flushed crimson like a gobbling turkey- 
cock. 

“ Ah, that’s a touchy question,” he replied shrugging 
the shoulders. “ If the Nigger keeps his place we do him 
no harm. But he is not content with the place God has 
given him. He tries to be our equal. And when the 
blackamoor attempts familiarity with our girls, we take 
the law into our hands. It may be that the fault is with 
the White girl and that she started the game. But the 
Negro is always in the wrong and the White always m 
the right. The Negroes are liars and chicken thieves. 
They were our slaves till yesterday—they who came 
from darkest Africa but two centuries ago. They 
worked m our homes and farm : we sold them like cattle. 
Abraham Lincoln set them free indeed : but that is only 
political freedom and not social equality. How can we 
forget their history : it is within living memory.... Look 
at them. They look like Hell’s hosts. How can we 
stand silently by when our White angels gad about 
with the blackamoors. If your Brahmanee girls were 
to gad about with your—what you call ’em—untouch¬ 
ables—the same like.” 

He raved like one gone mad. 
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I do not know if the barber’s discourse on race has 
any scientific validity. The hair cutting went on snip- 
snap all the time. 

An urchin came up and felt for my shoes. 

“ Shoe shine, sir ? ” 

He began polishing. 

A young woman in spotless white like a hospital 
nurse beamed on me. 

“ Manicure, sir ? ” 

She grabbed my he-paws in her silken fingers. 

The haircut was over. 

“ Shave, sir ? ” 

“ Go ahead.” 

Then, “ Singe, sir ? ” 

“ O. K.” 

The barber pulled down an electric contraption 
and ran it through the hair. 

“ It is good for growing hair. . . . Shampoo, sir ? ” 

“ Yes, please ! ” 

He led me to the wash-basin and rinsed my hair in 
liquid soap. 

I had imagined that all these went free with the 
hair cut. The bill:— 

Haircut . 0.70 cents 

Shave .0.25 cents 

Singe ... ... ... 0.50 cents 

Shampoo. 0 50 cents 

Total $1.95 

Then tips for the barber, the shoe-shine boy and 
the manicure girl. 

Thank you,” they said in chorus. That is the 
latest racket. 
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It is in hotels that the colour bar is seen at its 
worst. At Washington I went into a small restaurant 
kept by a Greek. He would not serve me. 

“ Your hotels are on the other side of the town,” 
he said. 

But I had no difficulty in a big hotel nearby. An 
Indian professor and his wife, however, were refused 
admission in a White theatre in the same city. All this 
in the capital of U.S. ! 

Once, when travelling in the Southern States where 
live most of the Negroes, the waiter would not attend 
on me. I tokl him that I am a Hindu. 

“ Then where is your turban, Mabara] ? ” 

I pulled out three yards of red stuff from my pocket 
and made up a turban. It worked like magic. 

I was, one evening, dining out with an American 
lady. A White man strode up and pounded at our table. 

“ I don’t like seeing you with a White woman. . . . 
I shall meet you at the corner,” he cut in gnashing his 
teeth. 

Tie was drunk and spoke the truth. A famous 
American, once said, that between Whites and Negroes 
he would choose Whites and that between Negroes and 
crocodiles he would choose Negroes. 

According to American laws—they differ according 
to the States—hotels and restaurants are open to all 
without regard to race or colour. To deny admission 
is a criminal offence. But in America the people are 
always breaking the laws that the government is always 
making. “ Full up,” “ no vacancy ” are the phrases 
with which the law is defeated. 

South of the Mason—Dixon line—in the domains 
of King Cotton—the Whites and the Blacks have 
separate cars in trams and trains. The Negroes must 
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go to Jim Crow cars, Jim Crow churches and Jim 
Crow hotels. In some buses and trams the Whites 
enter by the front door and the Negroes by the back. 
Marriage between the two races is prohibited in the 
Cotton States and mtermarriageabihty is one of the 
tests of true democracy. 

There arc about sixty Negro lynching,s a year in 
the United States. Americans m the Southern States 
seem to love hunting Negroes as their British cousins 
love hunting foxes. Many Americans are honestly 
ashamed of it ; it is a blot on their escutcheon. 
Longfellow has a grim poem on the Hunted Negro. 
Familiarity between White girls and Black boys is the 
reason alleged for the lynching,s. The Negro is not 
always to blame; nevertheless it is him whom the 
Whites hound. Lynching is executed by hanging the 
victim from a, tree. He is tied and straddled up a horse 
and marched through the town to a tree. A rope is 
east and his neck thrust into the noose. The horse is 
now whipped forward and the victim dangles in the air r 
his frantic kiekings are soon over. Or they may simply 
burn him in kerosene. 

Lynching, they say, is summary mob justice, when 
legal justice is all too tardy. The police can prevent 
the lynchmgs but they seldom interfere : blood is thicker 
than the law. Public conscience is now roused, and 
lynchings, however, are on the decrease. “ The Stars 
and Stripes ! The stars are in the sky and the stripes 
on our back,” says the Negro. Runaways were often 
described by their scars and mutilations. 

The Negro has a story about the origin of the 
White man. In the beginning men were all of one 
colour. Then came a day when God came to Cain and 
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said “ What have you done with your brother ? ” 
And Cain turned white with fear. 

The Negroes were emancipated by Lincoln nearly 
sixty years ago. “ If slavery is not wrong, nothing is 
wrong,'’ said Lincoln. Though Lincoln was absolutely 
honest, as always, m his feelings for the Negroes, the 
Northerners were not always so honest and the act of 
manumission is not so altruistic an act as is generally 
believed. The rapidly industrialising Northern States 
wanted cheap Negro labour. The runaway Negro from 
the Southern plantations supplied the need and so the 
Negroes fled northward in greater numbers. The 
cotton States were short of labour and the North and 
the SouLh fought for keeping the Negro. Finally, the 
North won and the Negro became a free man. 

Slavery was not considered a crime in those times. 
Washington owned many slaves. Other eminent men 
trafficked in them. Mrs. Beecher Stowe started the 
crusade against slavery in her great propaganda novel 
Uncle Tom’s Cabin, and Lincoln completed the work : 
the sword completed what the pen began. But many 
Southerners still consider Lincoln a traitor to the 
Whites. 

The Negroes are a problem for the Whites. The 
Americans created it themselves. They wanted workers 
without wages and started importing slaves from Africa. 
The sin has come home to roost. If you sow the wind 
you will reap the whirlwind. 



11. On With The Dance 


T HE orchestra of a down town dance hall was 
crashing to its climax. Dubious Spaniards were 
thrumming at the banjo and lusty Negroes gave it a 
kick with the syncopations of the saxophone. The 
castanets clanged. The music squeaked and shrieked. 
The Cuban rumba was in its weird ecstacies, hips jerking 
and the body wriggling in eorybantic contortions. 

But wait?, and tango are different. Waltzing under 
the hushed lights is like the multitudinous waves of the 
ocean bathed m the beams of the full moon. The 
tango is like butterflies on the wing in Kama’s garden 
of flowers. Fox-trot is fast and snappy, and youth 
loves its tempo. There is rhythm, art, poise in dance. 
The Westerners must have invented dancing to keep the 
cramps olf their feet in a cold and freezing climate. It 
is lovely exercise and sex loses its consciousness. So 
father dances with daughter, and brother with sister. 
Excited by music even girls dance together. But virtue 
easily descends into vice and it becomes camel dancing 
when the men and women grow “ frisky under -whisky.” 

Here are a few other popular dances whose names 
suggest their movements : Bunny Hug, Samba, Boomps- 
A-Daisy and Jitter Bug. 

There are scores of dance halls, night clubs and 
speakeasies in the bigger American towns to keep the 
population awake during nights when they should 
properly be in their beds. Nights are turned into day 
and flaming Neon lights proclaim from the steel gray sky, 
Dine and Dance. 

Life in the West begins after dark. Every night 
is a carnival. All day they work and all night they 
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No: 3. Fox-trot is in full swing. The hostesses, 
poor but pretty in cheap, diaphanous dress, smile at the 
turbaned foreigner. They love to fancy that he is a 
Maharajah. Their bosoms are bare but barer are their 
backs. In the West the feminine ankle excites the 
masculine heart more than the full bosom; so it does 
not matter. 

You approach a hostess, make a bow. 

“ May I have the next dance with you ? ” 

“ Oh shoor.” 

Tickets have been already bought, ten for a dollar. 
After each dance you present a ticket to your taxi 
partner. It is bad form, however, to dismiss her with 
a dance ; ten is the least, so that she makes at least a 
dollar from every customer. Ten dances are over in a 
trice. There arc drinks and cigarettes between times. 
The hostesses get commissions on the orders. They 
may also accompany you home for a good fee. Many of 
the cheaper dance halls are thinly disguised assignation 
places. 

Dance is the heaven of Western life and good 
dancing a sure passport to society. But even after many 
lessons I could never learn the Terpsicborean art. I 
have no ear for music, finally explained my lady- 
instructor. Dance is the synchronisation of the ear 
and the foot through the medium of music. 

The Mardi Gras is the great dance festival in 
America. It is a pageant of colour in which characters 
“ fantastic, grotesque, classic, solemn and gay ” form 
the procession of the King of Carnival, monarch of 
mummers. 

Americans go dancing on every pretext, on Thanks¬ 
giving Day, Fourth of July and Christmas. They<are 
dancing m halls, rooms, among tables and chairs, and 
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in streets. The New Year’s Eve brings it to the climax. 
The revellers turn out in a thousand fancy costumes, as 
Turkish ladies in pants and yashmak, Arab Sheikhs, 
butterfly-like Japanese maidens in kimono and fan, 
Red Indians with bow and arrows. Maharajahs in pearls 
and Maharanis in saris. Western girls in sari are superb. 
. . Hip flasks are whipped out and pandemonium 
breaks loose. 

At midnight, when the old year is rung out and the 
new year rung in, the lights are out for a split second : 
the couples kiss, happy omen for the coming year. 
Lights again. 



12. Coney Island—Tamasha Town 

C ONEY ISLAND—New Yorkers’ summer paradise 
is the place of a million amusements each of 
which “is the only one of its kind.” Here they exchange 
the methodical madness of the city for the midsummer 
madness of holiday-makers. The Americans do things 
m extremes ; when they work they work; when they 
play they play ; they do not mix work and play. Jittery 
bank-clerks and nerve-wrecked sales-gn-ls strap-hang 
through the subway to the tinsel isle of illusions. 

They come in pairs, keeping step, comrades in 
arms. Western social life is based on the partnership 
of man and woman and it is so arranged that men and 
women are brought together under every pretext. 
Dances, parties, hikings and picnics follow one after 
another in lovely succession. No one goes alone to any 
amusement. Man and woman—together they skate 
merrily through love’s primrose path. They may be 
lovers or just friends. Mostly latter, though as they 
walk arm-in-arm you think that they are newly-weds. 
The man foots the bills—unless they go “ Dutch ” when 
each pays for self, only mutual company being desired. 
Further, some women do not want to be under obligations 
to their men friends, to prevent subsequent embarrass¬ 
ments. But let there be no fear that because a 
girl allows a man to take her out and spend a few dollars 
on her she is sold out to him body and soul; she is not 
even mortgaged. 

Americans are a social and gregarious people ; they 
cannot be alone for a minute but they must meet at the 
club, theatre or hotel. This trait in their national 
character is perhaps the result of a reaction from the 
solitudes of their early pioneer days. For the same reason 
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they love outdoor life and playing the Red Indian. 
Whole families go picnicking, youthful lovers skylarking, 
into the woods in summer. The immense Palisades by 
the Hudson are left wild for the purpose by the Muni¬ 
cipality at the sacrifice of millions of dollars. Atlantic 
City and Cape Cod are but a few of their many seaside 
resorts. The sands are clean and the billows high. 
Thousands swim and splash in the water, many more sit 
in the sun or roll on the beach. They are out to slim 
and tan. Pot-bellied men and rotund women bend and 
stretch into infinite comic poses. America is the land 
of crazes. 

Coney Island lias endless attractions, roller-costers, 
merry-go-rounds, diving boards and parachute jumping. 
There is a continuous roar and bellow of sounds, bands 
and pistol-shots. Before canvas walls stand gaudy 
acrobats and spangled actors, mountebanks and jugglers, 
hoarsely mouthing their choice of the day’s tamasha. 
But soon as you reach the Island steaming through the 
subway you are tempted to bolt straight into the sea. 
The water is not crystal clear as at Atlantic City but 
the East Siders of New York love it not the less. The 
bare-headed mermen and the rubber-capped mermaids 
disport themselves with all the glee of children. Is 
America a vast Coney Island ! 

The great show is on the side-walks. The bare 
legs and the streamlined backs of the fig-leaved Eves are 
in loud abundance.. .. There are other amusements. An 
electric horse clatters down on rails at lightning speed. 
Bucephalus jerks at the touch of a button and goes 
hurtling over jerry-built hills and valleys in a synthetic 
steeple-chase. The lady companion behind scared to the 
finger tips tightens her grip round the 25 cent knight- 
errant, ; next minute they dive headlong into a tunnel. 
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Another horse-back pair comes dashing from the opposite 
side—and a crash is imminent—but we escape by a 
hair’s breadth. 

Under the glare of the electric moons and amid 
the din of sirens the carnival comes to a climax at 
the Luna and Steeple Chase Parks. All the thrills 
of the world are sold here second-hand. You can travel 
in the air without going off the earth, in a mammoth 
plane hooked to an iron post; tumble in the revolving 
cask or live m Noah's Are, sit in the electric chair with¬ 
out being electrocuted. You are welcome to the gallery 
of rogues, racketeers, molls and murderers ; entrance is 
free but “ pay as you go.’" And at Comedy Theatre 
sudden blasts of air blow the skirts of damsels skyward, 
and being summer they wear no panties. 

Tired ! College boys 'wheel you around in rikshas. 
Hungry—eat “ hot-dogs.” Thirsty—there are ice-cream 
cones, delicious in the 80 degree heat. The Indian 
fakir in turban, beard and holy ashes—perhaps Viswa- 
mitra himself—summons money-weary America from 
the frivolities of Vanity Fair. For a “dime” he sells 
typed horoscopes concerning your monetary and matri¬ 
monial affairs. He recognises the brother Indian and 
smiles. Another booth exhibits a half-moustached 
man-woman. He-she is in lingerie; you can see him-her 
naked at a fancy fee. A glass chewer stands by guarding 
the bi-sexed fake. One should not in any case miss the 
test-tube babies—foetus removed from the womb in the 
early months and nursed in glass eases. Nearby is the 
stand for lost and found children under the care of a 
paternal policeman, crying for real mothers. “ I want 
mummie,” rends the air. 

Millions visit the tamasha town and so they sayxts 
an impossibility “ See you at Coney Island ! ” 



13. Night Club Queens 


W E set out in a Yellow cab for New York’s night 
clubs. The taxi driver may have been a doctor 
or lawyer earning extra money. I once discovered that 
my taxi driver was a woman. 

The taxi pulled up before a dark and mysterious 
number. Two “toughs” sidled up the ear, peered in, 
studying us from head to foot. 

“ Move on ; nothing doing here,” remarked one of 
them. 

More twists and turns, and we pulled up before an 
eerie establishment. Another pair of toughs popped m 
their heads. 

“ Where you guys from '? ” demanded the tougher 
one, brandishing a truncheon. 

“ Hindusthan.” 

Ilindusthan sounds lots more than India. 

“Come in ! no cover charge,” with a deft show of 
the thumb. Cover charge means hostess fee. 

My friend and I climbed the narrow staircase, while 
bullnecked man stood glowering at the top of the steps. 
It might have been the den of death. But the music 
floating through the corridors helped distract our fears. 
We passed half-closed doors : young angels sitting on the 
knees and kissing off the heads of bald old millionaires ; 
some singing and dancing ; others lying crumpled up on 
the sofas. Paradise is in the lap of woman. American 
night life is a continuous cabaret, a bacchanalia of 
alcohol, nicotine and kisses. 

We had scarcely sat down when the curtains rustled 
and in stepped two dainty dolls in deshabille. Clothes 
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could reveal more than conceal. They plumped down 
beside us and ordered drinks. We clinked glasses m the 
approved manner. 

“Whatareyou two Maharajas doing in this country? 
Selling snakes ? ” asked the one with the gold teeth. 

“ Selling snake and lizard skins to make shoes and 
hand-bags for you nice girls,” replied the Punjabi. 

“ How funny ! can you read hands ? ” 

And we did. Cigarettes and chocolates followed, 
at our expense. 

“ Tell us a nice Hindu story,” said both of them m 
one voice. 

The entertainers wanted to be entertained. And I 
cheerfully responded with the following story : 

THE CREATION OF WOMAN 

“ Viswukarma, architect of the universe, created 
man and set him on the Island of the Air. Man felt 
lonesome and the good god promised him a playmate. 
He had, however, exhausted all the solid materials in 
making Man. So he gathered the beams of the moon, 
the bloom of the flowers, the glances of the deer, the 
weeping of the clouds, the fickleness of the winds, the 
sweetness of honey, the tenderness of the mother, the 
fierceness of the wife, the warmth of fire, the coldness of 
snow, the chattering of jays and the vanity of the 
peacock, and made Woman and gave her to Man. 

For a week Man played with Woman. Then he 
came back and told Viswakarma. 

“ Oh God ! This creature that you gave me makes 
life miserable. She chatters incessantly and teases me 
beyond endurance, never obeying me, nor leaving me 



52 


AN INDIAN IN AMERICA 


alone for a minute. She requires incessant attention, 
cries about nothing and is always idle. So please take 
her bade ” 

The god Look her back. 

Before another week had passed Man returned and 
begged Viswakarma. 

“ Lord ! Without her, lonely is my life and I may 
go mad. She used to dance and sing and look at me out 
of the corner of her eyes, play with me and cling to me 
like a child. Her laughter is music and her hair soft 
like morning clouds. And so, oh God, give her back 
to me.” 

Viswakarma did so. 

Next morning, the god was busy moulding more 
fanciful things, the elephant, the camel and the monkey. 
Then he heard a rap on the door. 

There was Man back again with Woman. 

“ I cannot live with her, ” gasped Man. 

“ Neither can you live without her ; you two must 
manage as best as you can. Out with you both,” and 
Viswakarma closed the door on them. 

“ Oh no. You Hindus got it all wrong,” laughed 
Fuzzy-Wuzzy. “ God created Man and sent him to 
sleep. Then He took his brains and created Woman.” 



14. The Maid Of The Mist At Niagara 

4 h MIAGARA, Niagara,' 5 rang the call at dawn. 

The Blue Arrow jolted to a dead stop. 

It was L ‘ Buffalo ” an hour back. 

Rubbing eyes we woke up. The roar of the cataract 
could be heard faintly in the distance. 

There are no classes in American trains : it is part 
ol’ their democracy. The seats are plush and velvet— 
better than the first class in India. But money can 
always get around the law : hence “ Pullman ” for sleep 
and “ observation cars.” There are libraries, free typist 
service and stationery in the transcontinentals. Should 
the tram be late they pay the passengers damage 
calculated by the second. If the railways in India also 
were to accept the principle, one could collect a few 
hundreds at the end of each journey. 

Old women getting up or down the trains are 
helped by the guard : it is courtesy plus caution—against 
damage suits as Western people are very touchy about 
their person. 

However far one may travel in the States the 
sights are the same, the corner drug stores where they 
sell not only pills and powders, but also breakfast and 
lunch; the skyscrapers, etc. If you have seen one 
city you have seen all. All these may disgust souls 
filled with Art. But it is a decided advantage over 
countries where one meets with different people, dress, 
diet and currency at every other hundred miles. 

We had a wash at the Niagara station with soap 
and towel shot out of the slot. At the shoe shine parlour 
our shoes were “ shined,” coats and pants brushed. 
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The slogan of the place is : “ If you arc pleased, tell 
your friends : if not, tell us.” 

The porters arc mostly Negroes in red caps and 
accept with a grin whatever is offered, and no wrangling 
scenes as on our Indian platforms. 

Wc approached the waterfall. The scenery was 
superb. The Isle of Bridges is easily the heaven for 
honcymooners. . . Honeymoon at Niagara, divorce at 
Reno.. . .And then we were on the bridge over ihe edge 
of the fall. It. was not one fall but two, the American 
Falls and the Canadian Falls—rapids, torrents, and 
simmering whirlpools with clouds of spray ascending 
from all sides. 

For a dollar the visitor is taken to the bottom of 
the Falls Fie turns out in a diving kit, goggles and 
rubber gloves : a lift takes him down the cavcrned rock 
to the wooden bridge at the foot of the Falls. Showers 
of spray lash the pilgrim. The morning sun kisses the 
mist into rainbows. The Falls roar down their way 
over the rocks. “ It is the drainage of lialf-a-continent ” 
writes a prosy engineer. But the poet’s heart would 
leap to the roar and fall of waters, and of the wild 
cataract leaping to glory. 

There is the Rock of Ages and the Cave of Winds •• 
commerce and poesy join hands at Niagara. Farther 
away, the froth and foam of the Canadian Falls mingle 
with those of the American, and ecstatic tourists—a 
million a year—toast the “ Bridal Veil.” 

The “ Maid of the Mist ” takes the traveller up the 
river through an enchanted voyage. The boat touches 
the Canadian soil where they convert poetry into 
electricity. Fellow tourists got down and strolled about. 
But a Japanese and I were not permitted to land as we 
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could not produce the necessary permit which was not 
demanded of the Americans. 

Later, the Japanese and I attempted an invasion 
of Canada by land, along the Niagara bridge. The 
American officers examined our papers and let us pass. 
We reached the Canadian side. Their Customs would 
not let us m. 

“ I am a citizen of the British Commonwealth.” 
The officer was floored. But he ruled that my Japanese 
companion could enter Canada only via Vancouver, 
four thousand miles away on the Pacific Coast. I did 
not want to give up a fellow-Asia tic : I cancelled my 
visit to Canada. 

We turned back but the Americans would not now 
let us into their country: they were a new posse of men 
on duty. So we marched up and down the bridge in 
Trisanku fashion. However, one of the officers previously 
on duty returned, recognised and saved us. 

The Falls, like women, are more wondrous by 
night than by day. They are flood-lit into liquid gold. 
In winter they freeze into sheets of silver, icicle- 
embroidered. 

A nearby studio photos you standing at the foot 
of the Falls—on canvas. 

Niagara has been the scene of many a famous 
exploit. Blondin, French acrobat, once crossed the 
Falls on a tight rope. Four years later, he repeated the 
feat blindfolded, wheeling a woman in a barrow. He 
offered to do it over again carrying the Prince of Wales 
on his shoulders. 

A Miss Anna Taylor got into a barrel and rolled 
herself over the Falls. It took her one hour to reach 
the bottom. Another, Jean Laussier went over the Falls 
in a rubber ball. He started his trip three miles up the 



56 


AN INDIAN IN AMERICA 


river and travelled the distance including the drop in 
fifty minutes. And a third daredevil skimmed the 
Whirlpool Rapids in a boat. 

The nerve of the Europeans ! It is only a variant 
of the daring which has conquered for them the better 
places of the globe. 

Niagara in Red Indian means “ The Thunder of 
the Waters.” Thunder, yes, but also peace, beauty— 
and now electricity. 



15. Millionaires At Home 


O NCE in a lifetime does an Indian get a chance to 
meet America’s millionaires socially. There are 
over a hundred and fifty of these golden gentlemen in 
Kubera 1 land, with annual incomes ranging from one 
million to five million dollars. Among them they own 
most of the wealth of America. Du Pont carries an 
insurance of seven million dollars—the highest on any 
life. I had the chance of being invited tci the homes of 
Rockefeller, Dodge and Carnegie, oil, copper and steel 
kings. 

John D. Jr.—as he then was, to distinguish him 
from Ins more famous father John D. Sr., the founder 
of the Rockefeller fortune and dynasty, who was 
spending his old age quietly in his sub-tropical home in 
Florida and who has since passed away—gave us a 
dinner at his New York home in plutocratic Fifth 
Avenue. An old, unostentatious, two-storeyed structure 
without name-plate or number to avoid the curious or 
the desperate. I had imagined that millionaires dwelt 
in skyscrapers—a childish thought at all times. 

Mrs. Rockefeller, tall, aristocratic with the nose of 
a Roman dame, received us at the door—not far from 
where stood a pair of detectives in plain clothes. We 
were let into the oil kingdom only after strict identi¬ 
fication. Subsequently I learned that she is the daughter 
of a late Senator and sister of the then President of the 
Chase National Bank—the richest in the world. 

The Rockefellers apparently are a simple folk 
leading a quiet and happy domestic life. John D. Jr. 


l Kubeta , rfmdu god of wealth. 
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is a shrewd, alert-minded and cultured gentleman with 
a sense of humour as you soon discover over the dinner 
Lable. He is a Princeton man. A strict teetotaler, he 
neither drinks nor smokes but strangely enough he was 
against Prohibition. His brother-in-law Mr. Aldrich, 
the President of the Chase National Bank, sitting by 
his side, was vigorously pulling away cigarette after 
cigarette. The Rockefeller sons also were there. As 
the father so the sons ; neither in their dress, manner nor 
speech did Lhey ever betray that they had more dollars 
at their disposal than shells on the seashore. It was 
not a studied pose ; they had long outgrown the new-rich 
stage. The father gave his children a university 
education, married them and put them to work in the 
many Rockefeller interlocking directorates. Their 
training was rigorous in the extreme. One of them, 
Nelson, had to work as a lift boy in the College to 
supplement the meagre monthly allowance of a hundred 
dollars. The young Rockefellers had travelled third 
class round the world, including India, as they told me. 
On another occasion I saw one of them carrying a 
heavy Gladstone bag around the Railway Station. His 
newly married wife was with him, a sweet and simple 
girl with few, if any, jewels—an object lesson to our 
Indian sisters who dangle gold from every angle of the 
ear, toe and nose. The Rockefellers often prefer taxis 
to their own “ swell ” cars. It helps to keep away the 
green eye. It is simplicity plus safety. It puts 
kidnappers and gunmen off the track. Sorry business 
this to be a millionaire ! 

John D. Jr. inquired of my interests. I told him 
that I was in America to learn the science or rather the 
art of making money. 
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A shortcut to fortune ? He asked me if I knew 
any, for he liked to learn it himself. 

“ Yes, to be born the son of a rich father or to 
make a happy guess on the stock market,” said I. 

“God gave me my money” used to say Rockefeller 
Sr. “ The gift for dollar-making is just like the gift of 
poetry or sculpture.” which is the whole truth of the 
matter. 

When we bade goodbye to John D. Jr he gave us 
a key chain with a lucky elephant and horse-shoe as 
souvenir. John I). Sr. used to give “ dimes ” to boys 
seeking souvenirs. 

As we walked down to the door, one of the 
Rockefeller sons joined me in conversation. 

“ You have philosophy in your country,” he 
remarked. 

“ Yes,” I answered, “ you in. America have money 
and the comforts of life ; we have, well, philosophy, 
child of misery, and misery, child of philosophy. Wc 
are prepared to swap ”. 

Like many other rich men the Rockefellers have 
a home in the country where the family resides, besides 
the one in the city where they entertain. Of course 
they have homes in Florida and France. 

One day a German friend drove me to the country 
residence of the Rockefellers m Tarrytown on the 
outskirts of New York City. It stood on an expanse of 
a thousand acres, and spotted deer skipped about the 
private roads of the millionaire. There were notices 
that trespassers would be prosecuted under the penalty 
of law. The German did not care a brass button. On 
we blitzed without meeting a single soul. We stormed 
past a garage where a greyhound was rebellidusly 
tugging at its man-made chains. At last the Rockefeller 
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home ! It was only a cottage. It was not made with 
bricks of gold or paved with chunks of marble or 
studded with rubies. Simplicity itself and none of the 
Arabian Nights stuff. 

The practical American Croesuses do not waste 
their money building imposing palaces for residence. 
They prefer a few cottages where Lhe different members 
of the family may live separately and at the same time 
be near each other. So fewer quarrels among the in-laws. 

The Rockefellers like many others amassed their vast 
fortune through dubious practices described at length 
in Ida Tarbell’s muck-raking classic on the Standard 
Oil Company and m Ripley’s Railroad Problems. 
There were scandals of rebates, rate-wars, trustification, 
litigation, judicial corruption and all the other pieces of 
devious devilry that the ingenuity of high financiers and 
Philadelphia lawyers could invent,. It was the order of 
the day. The name of Rockefeller in those times stinked 
in decent circles. “ He ought to be thrown into the gaol 
like any other felon,” wrote a judge. But the oil man 
just happened to be the culmination and symbol of a 
vicious system. He fought with his back to the wall. 
Pie crushed or he would have been crushed. 

But Rockefeller is also the great benefactor of 
nations. A large part of his huge fortune has been 
spent for educational and other charitable purposes 
throughout the world. It conquers illiteracy in China 
and Arabia, annihilates mosquitoes and malaria in 
Brazil and Panama, and cholera and elephantiasis in 
India. Ill-gotten is well-spent. It is estimated that 
by 1922 Rockefeller had given away 500 milllion dollars, 
and In 1929 alone, the year of the Wall SLreet crash, his 
charities amounted to 12 million dollars. 
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“ . . ’s money is a curse : but Rockefeller's is a 
blessing to the world, 1 ' remarked an American. 

The Rockefellers are happily free of the parvenu 
snobbishness that characterises some of the other 
American millionaires who are flattered by the “ hellos ” 
and handshakes of European royalty. They have never 
aspired to marry into or from among the families of 
bankrupt dukes and duchesses of England, Italy or 
Russia with long titles and lean purses. The Rockefeller 
dollars could buy them up in shovelfuls if they cared. 
But they prefer their equals from among the great 
democracy of America. 

The Dodges, copper magnates, own nearly six 
hundred acres along the Hudson on the limits of New 
York City. They are twin brothers and have mines all 
over the world. They have been munificent with their 
millions. Turkey and Arabia are their special favourites, 
where they maintain many colleges and schools. One 
of the brothers is the President of the American College 
in Beiruth, Syria. President Wilson was one of the 
friends of the Dodge family and whenever he came to 
town used to stay with them. They showed us the room 
where Wilson dreamed of world peace and drafted his 
fourteen points. 

Like the country home of the Rockefellers, the 
Dodge residence was a small affair. There was a number 
of cottages dotting the grounds, m one of which their 
mother and in another their brother lived when he came 
to the States. The Americans do not seem to build for 
eternity as we do in India—not even the 102 storeyed 
skyscrapers which are marked with an actuarial life of 
only twenty years. 

The Dodges are a fine and charming people. As 
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we parted their little daughter buttonholed us with 
flowers gathered from their garden. 

Andrew Carnegie is now dead, many years. So his 
wife dispenses hospitality from her home, also m New 
York’s millionaire avenue. It is a massive structure 
but there is nothing grandiloquent about it from the 
outside. But inside are richly furnished rooms. Scott 
and Burns stare from the walls at the dusky intruder. 
Like a good Caledonian, Carnegie had built, a castle at 
Skibo in the old country and filled his New York home 
with souvenirs of her poets and songsters. Once a Scot 
always a Scot. 

I had expected to see Charles Schwab, the executive 
brains of the Carnegie Steel Trust, whom the old, shrewd 
steel king had discovered. But he was out of town ; 
his home on the Riverside Drive was not far from where 
we lived. 

The Carnegies showed us around their house and we 
passed through the conservatory where orchids and 
roses bloomed in the winter. Old Andy was a man of 
simple tastes but there was more lavishness at Carnegie’s 
than at Rockefeller’s. Andrew Carnegie was all for 
peace and libraries. He gave his millions to the public 
and the assets of the Carnegie Foundation amount to 
36 million dollars. His charities have aggregated to 
365 million dollars. He held his money as a sacred 
trust. That is an American millionaire! Listen ye Tatas, 
Birlas and Dalmias ! It is estimated that Americans 
give away on the average 2 billion dollars a year in 
charities. Miss Carnegie gave us a purse each as a 
souvenir. Eagerly I grabbed and opened it. It was empty. 

-I said, “ Give me the money and I shall find the 
purse.” 
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American millionaires make you feel at home and 
at case. But our Pooh Balis, Chaprasis and Maharajas! 

I had long wanted to go on a pilgrimage to Menlo 
Park but the great Edison was then beyond the sphere 
of his wizardry, gone into the land of eternal light, like 
the beacon that they have erected to his memory. 
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4 4 OH, Sli,” I heard a whistle behind me. 

^ I was returning home one December evening, 
after a talk on India at New Jersey. After a polar trip 
by train and .subway I was cutting my way through 
blinding snow and howling storm to my apartment on 
lovely Riverside Drive. A blizzard now began to blow 
furiously. It was biting cold. The snowflakes, soft 
us cotton, blew disconcertingly into the nose, eyes and 
ears. Eyes smarting, tears trickling. Fingers shivering 
inside leather gloves and feet inside goloshes. I had 
to feel for nose and ears to assure myself that they were 
in their places. The blizzard crescendoed into a 
thunderstorm and heavy showers. It seemed as if the 
sluice gates of heaven had fallen. 

I wished I was back m India where the climate like 
the heart is warm 

My eyes clinched on a lovely blonde bombshell, 
such as one would like to see in films, basking under an 
electric moon in a large chromium-plated automobile. 
Eyes like the lotus, lips like the flame of the forest, a 
smile of pearls. She beckoned me with her forefinger 
in characteristic American fashion. Amidst the mad 
and infernal fury of the elements she was Aurora 
breaking into my bleak and barren heart. She was 
Nature’s compensation. 

“ Hey, buddy, you know Mr. Okuba ? ” 

It sounded a Japanese name; there were almond- 
eyed Chinese and Japanese at our place. 

- “ Sorry, ma’am, I don’t think I know him. Try the 
Information, or perhaps I could find it out for you.” 
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I dashed up the steps like a modern knight-errant. 
But she whistled me back. Whistling ladies, they say, 
are interesting. 

“Where you going ?” She asked rather confidingly 
m abridged grammar. “ I want to speak to you.” 

What on earth did this curly haired, peroxide blonde 
butterfly-flutterby want with an unbleached Hindu ! 
T dashed down the steps. 

“ What can I do for you, lady ? ” 

“ Ladyship ” was flattering. 

“ I don’t hear a word,” remarked the aluminium 
head, looking helplessly around. It was raining very 
hard, drowning the human voice. 

“ Step in ” and she opened the door. 

I hesitated for I had a hunch that something was 
wrong. 

“ Oh please,” she uttered m suppressed anguish. 

Had this mysterious Mr. Okuba, son of the Samurais, 
done this lily-white virgin an unpardonable wrong, I 
wondered, and jumped m, when the chauffeur started 
the machine. We were soon flying down-town at 
lightning speed. The action was so quick that I did not 
know what to do. My eyes probed those of the scarlet 
woman. She was amused. 

“ By gali,” I swore m good American. “ Where are 
we heading for ? I did not bargain for this certainly.” 

I was sitting to her left. She peered at me slyly 
out of the corner of her eyes : they twinkled with 
mischief. What a figure ! She was, as they say, “ a 
peach of a girl,” and I was no porcelain Buddha. 

“Are you afraid, sonny boy?” coquettishly 
pouting her lips. 

I was scared to death inside my skin. Hadn’t I 
heard of red headed, redder lipped sirens and gangster 
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blondies ! But how admit fear to the flaming beauty- 
queen of Broadway ! 

“ It is not that I am afraid,... you see,... I don’t 
know you. Never met before.... Please stop the car 
... and let me go.” 

Safety first, romance after. 

“ Well, listen, honey, don’t be so silly oh ! I dunno 
you either. I am a mere woman. But I ain’t afraid.” 

The beacon of the boulevards obviously wanted to 
shame me into courage. However, I was afraid that she 
might pop out a pistol and rob me skin bare. In that 
chilly night I began to thirst and perspire. 

“ Come on, darling, let’s go ! We’ll have a good 
time for shoor,” and then as she turned in her seat her 
skirt slid up her knee, purely by accident, or was it an 
accident on purpose ? and revealed a tantalising leg. 

Greenwich Village, centre of New York’s night life. 

“ Let’s get in and have a drink, my Kam Dev ! ” 

She was all. for sugar-and-honcy words. 

“ O. K. baby.” 

Neon lights blazed and crowed from the top that 
it was a place of dining, wining and dancing. 

The walls of the Macambra quivered with the 
slim shadows of modern houries. Smoke curled up 
from the mouths of painted ladies and red-nosed gentle¬ 
men. Fantastic figures dancing in the yellow haze. 
A giggling waitress in a flowery frock took the orders 
from my girl friend. Hot-dogs, hot-cha, whatever she 
wanted. I had the lecture fee in my pocket and I did 
not care the expense. Easy come, easy go. 

The music was in full swing. My sweet heart could 
not resist its call, she said. She was “ that kind of girl.” 
She wheedled me to dance. Soon I was lost among the 
laughing couples eddying on the floor and if I crushed 
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my partner’s toes at odd times I was not to blame. 
During the intervals of our dinner on the instalment 
plan, when the beaus curtsied up to her, I sighed with 
relief. 

It was the small hours of the morning and we were 
still nibbling at our unfinished dinner. She began to 
smoke and blow the curls towards the ceiling. Then in 
her most melting manner. 

“ Come on, sweetie, let’s have a final splash and 
then we go home. But meantime, darling, may I ask 
you. .a favour. Do you mind if I borrow ten bucks.” 

Then those liquid eyes, the pearly smile. 

The fool and his money soon parted company. We 
had indeed our final “ bust up.” She whisked me round 
and round till I almost dizzied. At last she sagged 
down into a chair to rest her “ aching feet.” 

Then the American Menaka woke up as from a 
dream. 

u I’m looking so funny, sweetheart, ain’t I ? I 
shall fix me up and be back in a jiffy.” 

Girls do not like “ shiny noses.” 

She made for the toilet rooms. I waited fifteen, 
thirty minutes. The waitress giggled from a corner. 
I was feeling foolish.... I got out into the street. Both 
the blondie and the silver chariot had vanished. 
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A HANDSOME and dignified lady somewhere in 
the early fifties was doing a tragic dumb show. A 
thousand ears were pricked to hear the deathless words 
of the “ living statue.” It was Helen Keller, blind, 
deaf and dumb, presiding over the International Congress 
of the Blind in New York. She was then making a 
2 million dollar drive to found schools for the blind 
throughout the land. 

Two thousand years ago, a disciple pointing to a 
blind man asked Christ, “ Master, who did sin, this man 
or his parents, that he was born blind ?” He answered 
that neither he nor his parents had sinned but that it 
was for the greater glory of God. It was a cryptic reply. 

Nature had combined all the major handicaps of 
life in Helen Keller who, though born with all the 
senses, lost those of sight and hearing and the power of 
speech by an attack of scarlet fever when she was but 
two years old. She became Nature’s animated doll. 
With anybody else it would have been the end of a 
career but with Helen Keller it was the foundation of 
her triumph. Her history should be the bravest romance 
of the century. 

Helen Keller was put m the Perkins Institute for 
the Blind at Boston. There she learned not only to 
read with the help of Braille, write and later to use the 
typewriter, but also to swim and ride. At twenty-four 
she graduated from Radcliffe College with distinction 
in mathematics. She had already mastered ancient and 
modern history, French, German, Greek and Latin. It 
surely was an achievement greater than Napoleon’s or 
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Caesar’s. Now should the rest of us grouse over life’s 
little inconveniences ? 

Not until I had actually met her did I realise that 
she was deaf and dumb as well as blind. As she wore 
glass-eyes she did not appear blind, and there is no 
outward sign to show that one is deaf or dumb. 

It was a gathering of the blind from the four 
corners of the globe. There were among them poets 
and statesmen, scholars who grew blind with knowledge 
and soldiers who had lost their sight through the multi¬ 
tudinous horrors of modern warfare. 

Helen Keller rose to address them. The impossible 
became possible : the dumb spoke ! By her stood her 
companion-teacher Miss Anne Sullivan styled her “eyes 
and ears.” The fragile hands of the dear old teacher 
were trellised into those of her student and by a deft use 
of the dumb-and-deaf alphabet Helen Keller poured 
forth her message vocally translated by Miss Sullivan. 
Her lips would sometimes twist m agony to supplement 
the language of fingers. Occasionally the interpreter 
would pass her hand over the speaker’s lips and vice 
versa in their attempts to understand each other. She 
who has ideas has no tongue and we who have a tongue 
have no ideas. 

At the end of her address, Miltonic in its eloquence, 
cheques for live, ten and fifty thousand dollars began to 
pour in. Here was the blind leading the blind to victory. 

There was none of the sentimental helplessness of 
Colly Cibber’s blind boy or the calm resignation of 
Milton in her address. Hers was the message of courage 
and work, cheer and hope. We have eyes and see not, 
we have ears and hear not. Never before had I heard 
such matchless words. I felt a new man. I bowed 
my head. If a blind deaf-mute could accomplish all 
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this, why should we with all the faculties that God has 
given us, ever despair ? 

She was once asked. “ Is there anything worse 
than being blind ? ” 

She paused for a moment and then answered “Yes, 
it is worse to have eyes and see not.” 

They are not all gold diggers in America but also 
carvers of light out of darkness. 
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F OR fear of their life many wealthy Americans live 
abroad, mostly in England or France. Others are 
always on the move under careful anonymity. The fate 
of the Lindberg baby is ever before their eyes. J. P. 
Morgan, of Morganisation fame, lives in a palace in 
England. There is a throne and a throne room where 
the grand Napoleon of finance holds his little court. 
Governments go to him at a pinch. By 1017 the Allies 
had borrowed 1 billion 900 million dollars through him ; 
easy when one owns seven National Banks, six Trust 
Cos., four Insurance Cos., thirty Railways, four Street 
Railways, Mercantile Marines, U.S. Steels, G.E.C., 
American Telegraph and Telephone. De Pont Be 
Nemours, and controls one-fourth of the banking 
resources of the world. The parvenu plutocracy of 
America apes the ancient aristocracy of England. 
Octopus Morgan is the mystery man of Wall Street. 
He is camera shy, because of a mole on his nose ; 
further, the more often is one photographed the greater 
the risks with kidnappers. 

Americans give away billions in charities. Univer¬ 
sities, libraries and hospitals are the main beneficiaries. 
Carnegie built the Palace of Peace at the Hague with 
the profits of his armoured steel plates and Nobel 
founded his prizes for Peace, Science and Literature 
from the profits of dynamite. But our Kuberas bury 
their money in earth, church or temple. It is easy in a 
sense to make a fortune in America. The inventor of 
the chewing gum or a new-way” tooth brush becomes 
a millionaire overnight. 
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Charities have their uses. An oil manufacturer 
gave away a hundred thousand lamps in China. Then 
he began to sell them his oil. A camera maker presented 
fifty thousand cameras to school children, who then 
bought his films. Charity is good but charity plus 
five per cent, is better. MacFadden, mass producer of 
magazines, opened a chain of “ penny cafetarias.” 
“ Nothing over a penny ” like Woolwortli’s “ Nothing 
over a nickel.” MacFadden soon found a large fortune 
on his hands. 

There is Winter Relief for the down and out. The 
poor in the West believe in action and so the wise 
distribute food and clothing among them. They open 
“ Soup Kitchens ” where soup and bread, coffee and 
ice-cream are doled out free. The “ breadline ” is often 
a mile long ; it is the serpent in the capitalistic Eden. 

Every December the big newspapers open Christmas 
funds for the poor and the unemployed. Mr. Hearst, 
owner of a chain of newspapers from New York to 
California, once gave away two hundred thousand 
dollars in a Christmas treat for the poor of New York 
alone. He might have spent similar sums in other 
cities as well. As I was one of the men engaged for 
the distribution I could speak from experience. 

The hall where the function was held was divided 
into twenty-six booths A to Z. Student distributors were 
hired for the day at 5 dollars and “ all found.” At A 
each “guest” was given a large bag and as he moved on, 
at each of the divisions B to Z he was given bread, 
potatoes, sugar, toffee, toys, baseball, etc. and lastly a 
killed and plucked turkey without which no Christmas 
dinner is complete. An army of ten to fifteen thousand 
hoboes must have passed through our hands that day 
and each received at least ten dollars worth of things. 
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In the afternoon Santa Claus Hearst came to the 
spot escorted by the Mayor and the Police Commissioner. 
The Stars and Stripes flutter. The band blares forth the 
Yankee-Doodle. 

And the star-spangled banner m triumph shall wave. 
O’er the land ol' the free and the home of the brave. 

Flashlights burst and cameras are busy, Hearst smiling, 
bowing all the time. 

The poor New Yorkers thanked the Lord and 
Mr. Hearst. 
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J\TEW YORK TIMES, Herald Tribune scream the 
1 V New York newsboys m the morning. The Sim at 
noon; the World-Telegram, Ameiican and the Post in 
the evening. There are over twenty thousand news¬ 
papers and fourteen thousand magazines in America. 
Hearst owns twenty-four dailies and sixteen Sunday 
papers, as also the Scnpps-Howard syndicate. There 
is no town, village or home without a newspaper. All 
America is literate and wants to know. Forty-two 
million copies of the dailies are sold every day. 
Americans are the most newspaper-minded people in 
the world though what the innocent sometimes read as 
news may really be subtle and insiduous propaganda. 

Each paper, magazine and tabloid has its own 
slogan. The New York Times prints “ All the News 
that’s fit to Print/’ The Chicago Tribune calls itself 
“ The World’s Greatest Newspaper.” The New York 
American is “ An American Paper for the American 
People.” The motto of a popular weekly is “ My country 
Right or Wrong.” The evening papers make up the 
Yellow Press ; murders and hold-ups, rackets, rapes and 
divorces fill their lurid columns. The newspapers and 
magazines are sumptuously got up with innumerable 
pictures and pages. The best parts of some of these 
magazines are their gorgeous advertisements. It actually 
cost 28 cents to produce a copy of a newspaper like 
the New York Times and if it is sold for 3 cents, the 
difference is covered by advertisements. A full page 
in the New York Times costs $25,000. Still advertisers 
find it profitable. 
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Newspaper business is like any other and rival 
papers advocating Republican and Democratic interests 
may be owned by the same individual or group. The 
American papers are often out for scoops. The Herald 
sent Stanley to Africa to find Livingstone ; another 
paper practically created the Spanish-American War to 
increase its circulation. A few blackmail, others are 
hand-in-glove with bosses and gangsters, and most at 
the mercy of the big manufacturers for their advertise¬ 
ments. 

At Times Square named after the famous paper, 
stands the twenty-eight storey office of the New York 
Times. Neon lights flash the news of the world from 
its tower. An independent paper with Democratic 
leanings, the New York Times is a power in the land like 
the Thunderer of Fleet Street. 

The Republican Herald-Tribune . mouthpiece of 
Wall Street, is published simultaneously in New York 
and Paris. It is a merger, now many years old, of the 
New York Herald and the Tribune and attained great 
influence under its poet-editor Horace Greeley and 
crusader Gordon Bennet. Karl Marx was one of its 
early contributors. Bennet challenged the corruption 
of city officials under Boss Tweed and triumphed. 

The World, under iconoclast Pulitzer, had for some 
years gathered enormous circulation. But it has long 
ceased publication, having merged into the Telegram, 
sad end for a paper— 

“ That should always fight for progress and reform, 
never tolerate injustice or corruption, never belong to 
any party, always oppose privileged classes and public 
plunderers, never be satisfied with merely printing news, 
always be drastically independent, never be afraid to 
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attack wrong whether by predatory plutocracy or 
predatory poverty.” 

The Daily News and the Daily Mirror of New York 
are a class by themselves. They are breakfast for the 
subw 7 ay crowds, especially for the salesgirls and steno¬ 
graphers. Chorus girls with finely sculptured legs 
bewitch you from their green covers. The inside pages 
scintillate with an odd assortment of divorcees and 
co-respondents in pajamas, confessions of White slaves, 
keyhole discoveries of maids and bell-hops and the 
memoirs of crooks. But the streamlined sixty-four 
storey Daily News building is a column of shining beauty. 
An enormous globe revolves in a pit in the entrance 
hall, red dots flashing on places with new's interest. 
The w r alls are covered with meteorological charts. The 
building looks more like an observatory than the school 
for scandal. 

Some of the popular magazines have expressive 
titles, Hot Dog, Hi Jinks, Whiz Bang, Jam Jeans. 

And MacFadden pours forth his unending stream 
of True Confessions, True Love and Romances, True 
Detective, Master Detective and Physical Culture, irre¬ 
sistible to schoolmarms, maids and telephone operators. 
He is also the author of many unique books, for curing 
baldness, growing tall, curing short-sight without glasses 
and begetting boys or girls at will. Besides, he maintains 
sanatoriums and sulphur tanks where invalids swim 
back into radiant health. An extraordinary man, old 
Mr. MacFadden ! 

Some of the more serious magazines are the Atlantic 
Monthly, Harper's and the American Mercury (edited by 
pungent Mencken). The Saturday Evening Post fills 
itself with articles, stories and glamour advertisements, 
all for 5 cents. The Time is a debunker and has an 
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original method of treating - things sacred and profane. 
The Asia exclusively features matters of Asiatic 
interest.* 

Their periodicals and talkies are the best examples 
of living American language. At times slipshod and 
bizarre, it is still distinguished by verve and vitality; 
Oxonians may call it the ‘'gibberish of Gadarene swine.” 
Kipling thinks that American language is slang and 
dialect—slanguage, the language of thieves and pick¬ 
pockets. The American accent is nasal, except in 
Boston, the “ Athens of America.” Oliver Wendell 
Holmes traces the nasal quality to schoolmarms and 
salt codfish. But the English have Lheir cockney and 
the Scotch their “ burr.” 

There is a tendency for Americans to prefer words 
of Latin origin to Anglo-Saxon : elevator for lift, 
euspidoor for spittoon, automobile for car. They 
pronounce “i” in “semi,” etc., as in fine ; the letter £ z’ 
as “c”; schedule as skedule. Besides their “labor” 
and “ honor,” cheque is spelt “ check,” night “ nite,” 
daughter “ dotter,” attempts at phonetic spelling which 
would make the English language easier for foreigners. 

They speak of “ enthusing ” and “ contacting,” I 
suppose, to be more forcible. Their letters subscribe 
“Yours cordially” for “Yours sincerely !” The Yanks 
are determined to be different from their trans-Atlantic 
cousins and nobody, not even the English Speaking 
Union, can prevent the young and vigorous American 
language from developing m its own natural way. 

Many “ Yankeeisms,” however, have become current 
in King’s English: for example, bluff, census, schooner, 
job, filibuster, tobacco and O. K. The German “yeah” 


* This lias since ceased publication. 
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is frequently heard m New York. After the War of 
Independence so great was the dislike of the Americans 
for the English that George Washington proposed 
German as their national language. By a strange irony, 
fraught with immense consequences for the future 
history of the world, the motion was defeated by the 
vote of a sensible German-American. 

Another proposed Algonkm, a Red Indian language, 
but m the end commonsense prevailed and the world 
gained and English continues to be the voice of puissant 
freedom. 

India figures but seldom in the American press, and 
when it does it is more interested m the funny side of 
our life, in fakirs and shikars, in the colour and pageant 
of Durbars and processions, than in our Promethean 
struggle. 



20. Gangsters 


4 & FT EY, buddy stop.” 

l i A revolver prodded my chest. The youth 
was well-dressed and ill-mannered. His Negro pal was 
glowering at me out of his coal-black eyes. 

Scene : The Riverside Park, near Grant’s Tomb, 
at 6 in the evening. My first contact with gunmen was 
in an unforgettable manner. 

“Don’t move,” clipped in the Negro. “If you 
do, you’re dead.” 

I perspired from head to foot at the underworld 
courtesy. I had imagined that gangsters wore masks 
after the best Hollywood manner but these two gentle¬ 
men of the highway had none. 

“ Hold up,” they commanded. 

The American Consul at Madras and the Judge at 
Ellis Island had given me similar orders. Was it the 
American etiquette ? Once again I had to oblige. 

They combed their fingers through my pockets and 
rifled me of everything except a letter. 

“ O. K. Kid. You didn’t give us much trouble.” 

They laughed and then suddenly changing the tone. 

“ Right ’bout turn.” 

I was whisked round. The revolver now prodded 
my back. Would it go off ! God have mercy ! Then 
the sudden start of a car. But I did not budge : I 
stood still like a bronze statue. I am not sure to this 
day whether the revolver was not a dummy. They 
play such pranks. But why take chances with life ? 

Mr. Ali, an engineer from Kashmir, had just arrived 
in New York. Diamonds sparkled on his fingers and a 
gold chain flashed across his waist. 
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“ Ali, brother, don’t parade with all the gold of 
India. This is America. To tell you my experience....” 

The impatient Ah cut me short. 

“ I am not afraid of a thing in the world. Gangsters, 
tommy rot.” 

In the evening I met him minus rings, watch and 
chain. 

“ Ah, whate’er is the matter, Dr. Chatterjee ? ” 
I enquired of a Bengali friend. 

He had a swollen face and red eyes. 

“ I drew some money from the bank this afternoon 
and was making towards my car when two thugs dashed 
out of a corner and knocked me down. When I came 
to myself, gone was my money and also my car.” 

Babus Robindra Ghosh and Surendra Bose, one an 
artist and the other a musician, were limping. 

“ What’s the matter, comrades ? Too much 
dancing, eh ? ” 

“ What’s the matter indeed! Dancing ? Lucky you 
were not with us,” rejoined Robindra. “ Two bandits 
held us up at Washington Square, Our pockets being 
empty they gave us a few kicks. ‘ Bums,’ they said, 
‘ here’s a couple of nickels for the trolley. Be gone ! ’ ” 

A bum stops you on the road : “ Brother, can you 
spare a dime for a cup of coffee ? ” 

When you pull out your 1 purse, he grabs at it and 
makes a “ get-away.” 

“ Te, te,” rang the shots at a soda fountain where 
I was sipping tea after a show. A young man and 
woman had been supping at another table. The man 
went up to the cashier to pay the bill, when his com¬ 
panion unloaded a pistol. The Radio Police zoomed 
in a few minutes later : but the bandits had escaped. 
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The Police cars zoomed wildly about the city, and 
perhaps shared the booty. 

The czars of the underworld, A1 Capone, “Bugs” 
Moran, Jack Dillinger and “Legs” Diamond have as 
many admirers in America as Lindberg or Charlie 
Chaplin. They are monarchs in their own “ bergs.” 
Mayors, Police Commissioners, Magistrates and Judges 
are their direct or indirect nominees. 

They say that A1 Capone started life as an honest 
lad. A few years of the rough world cured him of his 
illusions and being more energetic than similarly dis¬ 
illusioned young men, he embarked on a racketeering 
career. “ What’s business but a racket on smart lines ?” 
asks he, “ And what’s government but a racket in robe 
and crown.” “ Searfaee ” had a genius for getting 
things done, and the Prohibition could not have come 
a day too soon. Under his inspiration doctors turned 
distillers and brewing plants were set up behind book 
shelves. Bootleg whisky could be bought at every 
corner. Illicit drinking became the fashion of the day, 
judges and senators setting the example. Capone rose 
to be the uncrowned king of the bootleg industry, with 
his own ships, police, spies, advisers and the rest of the 
paraphernalia of big business. 

There is no major industry in the land, milk, petrol 
or ice-cream that does not pay protection money to the 
gangsters. Otherwise milk trains will run off the rails, 
petrol go up in flames. The people of New York City 
alone pay 200 million dollars annually to the racketeers. 

There is a Robin Hood touch about the modern Ali 
Baba. America’s Public Enemy No, 1 robs the rich to 
pay the poor. He has a soft corner for widows and 
school children. He provides free lunch for the latter 
and weeds for the former. Perhaps there is little to 
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choose between him and the other millionaires. His 
income is the envy of Bank Presidents and his home that 
of Hollywood stars. He entertains grandly, for he is 
the head of a “ government.” All the world knew of 
Capoman activities, murders, riots, hold-ups and gang 
Avars, but they could not touch the least of his hair. 
They could get no evidence, that was all. Finally he 
had to be hauled up for tax evasion and sentenced to a 
long term of imprisonment, “ the reward of having 
spent the best years of my life giving people the lighter 
pleasures,” as he put it. But money could convert his 
prison into a palace. 

There are rival gangs and wars. Leaders are 
“ put on the spot ” or “ bumped off.” The underworld 
has its own argot. “ Lettuce ” means money, “ type- 
Avnter ” machine-gun. “ Taken for a ride ” is kidnapping 
with lulling. “ Gorilla ” is the gang manager. 

There are fifteen thousand kidnappings and twelve 
thousand murders a year m the United States. Three 
hundred murders are committed in New York City 
alone. Thirty thousand criminals are at large in the 
city and there are only eighteen thousand policemen ! 
While many police officers are corrupt and truck with 
gunmen and politicians, others gallantly lay down their 
lives in hourly battle with bandits and gangsters, and the 
walls of the police stations are crowded with shields to 
the memory of these unknown heroes—sad commentary 
on American law and order, 

Chicago is by general consent the crime centre and 
champion murder city in the world. Professionals can 
be hired there at $5 a murder. 

The Sing Sing gaol on the outskirts of New York is 
a-'model prison. No lock-steps, no zebra garb; the 
convicts play football and they have movies too. They 



GANGSTERS 


83 


lack nothing except freedom when freedom means 
everything to the Westerner. Permitted under the law 
to furnish their cells and bring their own food they live 
in semi-luxury. The Warden sometimes gives them 
ticket of leave to go home, for instance, during 
Christmas. Witnesses too are detained m the prisons 
to prevent their disappearing when they are wanted for 
giving evidence, not an unusual thing in America. 

In the southern States felons are put in chains and 
set to mending roads. Slackers are whipped and 
starved. Result—they have the best roads m the world. 

The penalty for murder varies from State to State. 
It is the electric chair in most States, but in Nevada 
lethal gas and in Utah shooting takes its place. In 
Kansas there is no capital punishment but only life 
imprisonment. American courts pass indeterminate 
sentences, say, 1 to 30 years and also cumulative 
sentences aggregating to 50 or 60 years and one may 
have to remain in prison even after death. 

Crime costs the U. S. government thirteen billion 
dollars annually. She is the most criminal among 
civilised nations. Many factors contribute to this 
situation. It is a country of immense distances and the 
criminals can escape into the wilds of Montana with 
as much facility as into the deserts of Arizona. The 
conflict of Federal and State laws puts many obstacles 
to their being pursued from one State to another. The 
Statute of Limitation bars the trial of many serious 
offences. The rule does not apply to fugitives but in 
practice the criminal is safe if he goes into hiding for 
the statutory period. The get-rich-quick atmosphere of 
America leads many to commit hold-ups and robberie's 
as short cuts to fortune. 
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The law-breaking spirit increased after Prohibition. 
It was just fun to smuggle bootleg and the fun spread 
to breaking other laws. The moral edge of law blunted. 
The upper classes of America are corrupt and the lower 
classes lawless. The law is very soft on the criminal 
who is too often the hero of the tabloid press. 

The latest inventions of science, the radio and the 
aeroplane are as much aids to crime as to their detection. 
Science has become the handmaiden of war and crime. 



21. Harlem—Black Paradise. 


L IKE ink on paper the Negro lives among the 
Whites. He is night’s brother. One of their 
younger poets exquisitely smgs, 

I used to be afraid of the dark, 

Until one night my mother said, 

“ Son, you are black too, 

The night’s your brother.” 

Africa sprawls over America. But the Whites and 
the Blacks do not live together in the same streets; that 
is the Western caste. The “darkie” or “nigger” can 
enter the White district only as sweeper and the White 
home as cook or “ nanny.” The Whites are the haughty 
Brahmins of America. 

Harlem is the Negro section of New York City as 
China town is its Chinese section. Out of the 120 
millions in the United States 12 millions are “ coloured,” 
that is, every tenth man is a Negro. Though most of 
them live in the cotton plantations in the south talking 
the mumboqumbo dialect and crooning “ spirituals ” 
there are three hundred thousand Negroes in New York 
City itself. 

Here is a specimen of Negro dialect; it is a black 
maid upbraiding an intruding Chinese laundry man, 

“ Who gib him leaf to come dere '! But the washing 
no belongee you, John, an’ you no belongee to de hotel. 
If 1 was to tell ’em m de Hoffiee downstars, dey’d neber 
let you enter de hotel again. It was right mean ob you ! ” 
Harlem is the capital of the black world. The 
multitudinous city abruptly sinks into Cimmerian gloom 
north of 135th street and east of Broadway. The men 



86 


AN INDIAN IN AMERICA 


are oaken stalwarts and the women round and fleshy, 
and attractive, judged by their standards. 

I had many opportunities of visiting Negro homes. 

. . . Babu Ram Mohan Battachan, as we shall call 
him, industrial chemist and permanent student had a 
brain wave. The cream and powder sold on the market 
were meant for White folks and as such unsuitable for 
the black skin. So he wanted to put on the market a 
quality cream and powder for Negroes. They would 
sell by the millions ! He would also invent a process 
for bleaching their skin and straightening their kinks. 
It would also sell by the millions ! The Babu was 
dreaming. 

The Usha Products Inc., soon made its appearance 
with a fanfare in the papers, with factory in the Babu’s 
bed-sitting room and laboratory in the kitchenette. 
We set out to conquer Harlem with the “ Himalayan 
Powder—For My Lady’s Boudoir ” and the “ Ganga 
Cream—-Makes You Beam.” They were as harmless as 
the other creams and powders ; the label and container 
left nothing to be desired. The shrewd Babuji gave us 
a “ sales talk ” before we launched out famvise into 
Harlem. We were to call at the homes only when the 
men were out. We rehearsed our speech and then 
spread over the black paradise like bees. 

“ Madam ! I am from Hindusthan ! ” 

Then smiling into her face, 

“ Wc arc of the same race, the same colour. I sell 
the Himalayan Powder and the Ganga Cream—products 
of Usha. They are prepared from the secret recipe of 
our ancient Rishis. Our women have used them for 
centuries. The creams and powders made by the Whites 
do not suit our skin. Our products are not made out of 
the usual stuff. The snow of the Himalayas and the 
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petal of the sacred lotus are used in the powder. The 
milk of the camel of holy Kailas is whipped into the 
cream. Cream and powder together a dollar, each 
75 cents. By ’em, try ’em. Madam.” 

All this in one breath, as rehearsed. The snow of 
the Himalayas, the camel of Kailas ! Battachan was a 
poet indeed. 

“ May I try the cream, madam, on your hand . . . 
on your softy cheeks.” 

“ Oh yeah, go ahead, my hoy,” says the Negress, 
invariably a kindly woman. 

The dirt of many unwashed weeks peels away and 
her black majesty orders both cream and powder. 

The Afro-Americans possess a quaint sense of 
humour and are of a happy-go-lucky disposition : Sammie 
is the inevitable hero of most of their funny stories : he 
is the typical simpleton m American literature. There 
are many distinguished scholars and writers, poets and 
painters among them. Booker T. Washington, Paul 
Robeson and Countee Cullen are great names. Cullen 
sums up the tragedy of his race. 

Yet I do marvel at this curious thing, 

To make a poet black and make him sing. 

The Negro, they say, has little brains. But when 
one considers the fact that they came from darkest 
Africa but two centuries ago and that they were mere 
slaves till yesterday, they have done well indeed. They 
may be ever so distinguished in arts or letters but in 
the eye of the Americans—only Whites are called 
Americans—they are only “ niggers,” “ blackies,” 
“ darkies ” or “ kaffirs.” During the times when 
slavery was in vogue the price of a “ nigger ” was only 
$5. A slave-dealer advertised his cargo. 
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“ Ninety Negroes just arrived from Richmond, 
consisting of field hands, house servants, several line 
cooks ; some excellent mules and one very fine riding 
horse.” 

Negresses were often puffed as brood-mares and 
there was a systematic breeding of slaves for the supply 
of Cotton States. 

The Negroes have their own dance-halls : jazz is 
their invention. The Whites who want hot stuff and 
black satin are their assiduous patrons. American 
Desdemonas fancy muscular, tap-dancing Qthellos. 
The orchestra at the “ Tarantella ” strikes a voodoo 
air: the drums throb rub-a-dub, rub-a-dub : there are 
mumbo-jumbo chants, cries and hisses. Excitement 
rises to fever heat, delirious with delight and desire. 
Men and women lose control of themselves after constant 
sips of fiery rum and give themselves away to wild 
abandon. A Venus in marble is gyrating with a Cupid 
in ebony : they are divinely happy, gliding together as 
one body m the close entente of an embrace. The Negro 
is more manly than the pale White. And when his 
White partner quits the dance-hall, she leaves a good 
tip to her charming gigolo. 

Though Whites and Negroes do not intermarry 
some blending does go on in Nature’s silent manner. 
And it is not always the Negro who is the mother. In 
course of time there will be no more blacks in America ; 
they will evolve into coffee-and-cream and then golden- 
brown. In South America the Negroes are divided into 
creoles, octaroons, quadroons and mulattocs according 
to subtle shades of complexion—easily named after 
beverages—forming separate castes. In the United 
States the Whites make no such fine distinctions. 
Whoever is not White is Negro. 
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The Afro-Americans are a fertile race and the 
Whites fear that they would be swamped by the Blacks. 
So they devised devious schemes to drive the Negro out 
of the country. They created an independent State in 
Africa, Liberia, and encouraged their return to native 
soil. The Klu Klux Klan, hooded riders of the night, 
broke into Negro homes and beat and murdered their 
bolder sons. The black Napoleons welcomed the 
Libyan paradise : but the mass of Negroes chose to 
remain in the States. For America is as much theirs as 
the Whites. 



22. Get Rich Quick 


A MILLION dollars won, a million dollars lost, is 
the chorus of the New York Stock Exchange. The 
Americans can think only m terms of millions. They 
are the yogis of commerce ; money-making is the grand 
American passion. At the Stock Exchange and the less 
famous Curb Market we see them m their concentrated 
fury. Ten million speculators try their hand at the 
golden game ; many indeed burn their fingers. Ten 
millions out of a hundred and twenty, that is, one in 
every twelve is a speculator. There is not a man or 
woman in America who does not own a share, scrip or 
bond “preferred” or “deferred” of some wildcat scheme 
or other. One thousand and three hundred shares are 
listed on the Stock Exchange; American Steel, 
Bethlehem Steel, Anaconda Coppers, American Tele¬ 
phone, Union Pacific and General Motors are mentioned 
in hushed breath as a million shares and bonds change 
hands. 

The Stock Exchange meets in a twenty-three storey 
building in purse-proud Wall Street, sometimes called 
Thieves Row. Morgans and Rockefellers, and the great 
Banks, Chase, National City, Irving Trust, Hanover, 
First National and Manhattan surround and protect this 
precious nerve-centre of American finance. A seat at 
the Exchange has been known to cost as much as 
$625,000. Brokers rush frantically about, whispering, 
gesticulating, passing tiny bits of paper. Opening, high, 
low and closing prices may vary as the weather in April. 

Visitors are welcome in American institutions ; that 
is part of their showmanship. From the visitors’ balcony 
one sees hundreds of financial bees humming round the 
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horse-shoe desks in the board room. A whisper may 
mean the change of a billion dollar worth of securities ; 
the late Pierpont Morgan would deal only in billions. 
His sensational testimony before the Pujo Committee is 
a revelation of the methods and opinions of high finance. 
It was during these proceedings that he made the 
famous remark, “ The public be damned ! ” and defined 
“ credit ” as character plus ability. His great rival 
Rockefeller’s advice is “ Keep eyes and ears open, 
mouth shut.” 

In 1929 came the great crash of modern times. 
As an overture to the coming tragedy there was feverish 
buying and selling during the previous months and 
shares skyrocketed. Then they fell like Lucifer seven 
days seven. Immense fortunes were lost and many 
millionaires sold their castles and went into cheap 
boarding. It did not take many the proverbial three 
generations from shirt sleeves to shirt sleeves. Brother 
millionaires even founded poor houses for ex-millionaires. 

The young men “bidding” and “asking” are the 
floor representatives of the great brokerage houses. 
They are frequently called to their offices, for which 
there is an ingenious device. A black electric board 
flashes the number of the wanted agent and stops flashing 
only after he has reached his office. The teletype 
flowing endlessly through the concealed shooters, like 
streams of paper out of the magician’s mouth, keeps the 
agents m touch with the latest quotations from London, 
Paris and Berlin. 

The big speculators often combine themselves into 
pools and trusts and create corners and squeezes, 
“bulls,” “bears” and “lambs.” The “lambs” are 
led to the slaughter house by bull and bear raiders. 
Speculation is a form of peculation. Five hundred 
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million dollars worth of fraudulent securities are annually 
sold in America, and eagerly bought by credulous 
widows. There are all sorts of fantastic schemes, even 
one for extracting gold from sea water. Many investment 
trusts are colossal swindles behind gilded doors. Some 
of her greatest crooks are found in superlatively furnished 
offices. 

Following the Wall Street, crash was a great run 
on the banks, many of which had in consequence to pull 
down their shutters. The condition was getting out of 
control when President 1 Roosevelt betook himself to the 
radio and talked to his “fellow-citizens” in his best 
fireside manner. He declared a general bank holiday. 
Americans do business by cheque and with the banks 
closed, matters came to a standstill. But they were 
equal to the occasion. The Westerners in crisis should be 
an object lesson to us in the East. Restaurants initiated 
a system of credit cards. In small towns they tried 
out the barter system successfully. The panic gradually 
died down ; many leading bankers had in the meanwhile 
left the country or were serving various terms in gaol. 
The Morgans and Rockefellers, eternal rivals, combined 
together in the face of common danger and came out 
with 1,000 million dollars to check the vagaries of the 
Market. A conference at Morgan’s had then more 
international importance than a meeting of dielators. 

Trade Bulletins and Trust Companies advise you 
of easy methods to win on the Exchange. They illustrate 
their booklets with impressive arrays of .charts and 
diagrams. In Bombay the gamblers consult not only 
astrologers but also mad men who are supposed to be 
inspired. In every Stock Exchange in the world there 
are “tips” by insiders and “dope” by outsiders. 
Every country lout who is lucky enough to scrape 
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together a couple of thousand dollars flaunts before your 
face his favourite recipe for getting rich. “ When 
everyone—barbers, bootblacks and taxi drivers arc 
buying, Sell. And when everyone—barbers, boot¬ 
blacks and taxi drivers are selling, Buy ! ” Others 
advise you “ Buy on rising prices and sell on falling 
prices.” Rothschild who perhaps knew more of the game 
than many others once said : “ I buy’em when they're 
‘sheep’ and sell’em when they’re ‘deer’."’ But the 
uninspired never know when they are cheap or dear. 
It is said of Drew the famous speculator that a friend 
who was closely watching his orders for the day did not 
know whether he was buying or selling. With many, 
however, it is more a gamble than a science. 

A few are born to be rich but most to be poor. 
Money has to change hands and no system can prevent 
the fool and his money from parting company. There 
is only one and sure method of making money. Work 
hard, spend little. It is as old as the lulls. But then 
one does not make a pile. 



23. India and America* 


T HE Americans have rather fanciful ideas of India. 

Irrespective of any religious differences they call 
Hindus, Christians, Muslims and Parsis by the common 
generic name of “Hindu,” which perhaps is a good thing 
in its own way. For the first few weeks, however, I 
was not aware of this peculiar American usage. So 
I used to describe myself as an Indian. Then the 
innocent Yankees would stare at me from head to foot. 

“ You don’t say so ! You do not look like one. 
Where are your feathers, chum ? ” 

By Indian they mean Red Indian and they imagine 
that the religion of the Hindus is Buddhism. 

As usual it is the children and their grandmothers 
who revel in these fantasies. The grandmothers often 
ask if Mahatma Gandhi is a Christian, particularly if 
he is a Presbyterian! Others think that he is an 
untouchable turned firebrand. They make songs about 
him in Broadway, often funny, blasphemous some¬ 
times, and sell his model in Fifth Avenue. One 
Broadway hit was, 

Wrap him up in cellophane, Oh Gandhi, 

Lest he catch cold 

The bedsheet of today will be the tuxedo of 
tomorrow ! 

(Tuxedo, tux for short, is American for dress suit). 

Ringley and Barnum’s circus—most famous in 
America—used to exhibit “ Gandhi ” in loin cloth, 
leading a goat. A large department store used his name 


* This chapter was written before India became independent 
and long before the assassination of Mahatma Gandhi. 
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and picture for its advertisements, especially of ties. 
Following the meeting between Gandhi] i and Charlie 
Chaplin in London, a Hollywood magazine exchanged 
their garbs and published their pictures—Gandhiji in 
Bond Street clothes and Chaplin in loin cloth—sacri¬ 
legious acts in our Indian eyes. In Washington City 
I witnessed statuettes of Gandhi and George Washington 
displayed side by side m the shop windows—the one 
who believed m the force of the sword and the other 
who believed in the force of the soul. The crude and 
practical Americans and Europeans who respect might 
more than right care more for heroes than for saints. 
Westerners who judge men by the cut of the coat and 
the crease of the pants, the shine of the shoe and the 
daily shave, are apt to see in the tufted, loin-clothed 
Gandhi only an ascetic, medieval, metaphysical 
reactionary sublime and ridiculous by turns. The 
dialectical verbiage of our leaders, ahimsa, satyagraha, 
etc., only confuse the realistic if crude Westerners. 
Nehru alone among our national leaders is the one 
whom the West understands, for he can talk to them 
in their own language. But war-worn Europe and 
Asia may find in Gandhiji's teachings and philosophy 
—vegetarian philosophy as some scoffers may call it—the 
only cure for their Berserker rage, if only these teachings 
were practicable in a cussed world. 

Hollywood was anxious to film Gandhiji and 
offered him a million dollars. His refusal surprised 
them. For in America every man has a price. In the 
eyes of the man in the street in London and New York 
Gandhi may be only Churchill’s “ half-naked fakir 
prowling about Viceregal palaces,” but many Americans 
and Europeans respect the good, old, brave, cantan¬ 
kerous Mahatma as a man, as one who created among 
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millions of liis countrymen and fellow-Asians a new 
sense of self-respect and human dignity. Among 
Negroes his name works like magic for is he not the 
leader of the coloured races against White arrogance ? 

Gandhi in the eyes of the Americans stands for India. 

There is a general belief in India that the Americans 
who threw off British tyranny are sympathetic towards 
our national aspirations. They are—within limits. 
The Irish and German Americans may dislike the British 
and enjoy our twisting the tad of the British lion. But 
apparently all White men seem to be agreed that 
unbleached peoples should be kept in their places. 
There are American imperialists too, frothy members 
of the English Speaking Union, who think that Orientals 
should be kept down by filling their bellies and emptying 
their heads. Empires can be vampires. 

Typical of a certain kind of Yankee attitude is 
that of the young merchant who asked me at the end 
of my speech if an independent India would buy more 
from America than now. A kind mother once wanted 
to know if we throw babies into the Ganges. An 
elderly spinster was curious to find the number of my 
wives. A boy wanted to learn snake-charming. A 
girl asked me if we go about on elephants as they do in 
ears. Do tigers roam about our streets and snakes 
creep out of our beds ? And one and all of them hold 
out their palms for their fortunes to be told. India in 
their eyes is the land of snakes and swamis, elephants 
and Maharajahs. 

The eminent pastor of a Park Avenue church once 
declared m the course of his Thanksgiving Day sermon, 
“ How fortunate are we to have been born in 
America and not in India where they throw 
babies into the Ganges.” 
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I challenged him on the spot and he apologised. 

Perhaps he had read of it in Miss Mayo's book 
of fables. 

We have our own notions about Westerners ; that 
they do not bathe or clean their teeth, even though 
they make all the soaps and toothpastes in the world ; 
that they drink liquor m the place of water. Many 
Indians believe that Europeans not only eat frogs and 
snails but that one of their greatest delicacies is the 
milkworm which is bred by rotting milk : the milkworms 
eat each other until one is left which having fed on the 
others is now very big and is then roasted and eaten by 
the White Sahib. Could the delicious sausage be the 
foundation of the story 9 

America is m a sense a by-pioduct of India, due to 
a mistake of Columbus. India affected her destiny on 
another occasion when the colonies revolted against the 
tax on Indian tea, when a few Americans disguised as 
Red Indians threw the tea into the Boston Bay and 
“ made the world ring with the patriotic exploit.” A 
contemporary poet was so moved by the incident that 
he immediately burst into rhyme : 

No, ne’er was mingled such a draught 
In palace, hall or bower, 

As freemen brewed and tyrant quaffed 
That night in Boston Harbour. 

There is considerable misunderstanding about India 
in America. Our habits and customs are as a whip in 
the hands of miscellaneous scribblers, tourists and 
propagandists screaming our vices, omitting our virtues. 
Tory M.Ps. and retired Governors combine business 
with pleasure during their trans-Atlantic excursions 
vilifying India and earning their coppers. Naturally 



98 


AN INDIAN IN AMERICA 


they concentrate on the dark side of Indian life, on 
our national vices of which we have variety ad infinitum, 
infant marriage, child-widows, illiteracy, untouchability 
and communal riots. But not a syllable from their 
mouth about our abundant virtues. They also find 
willing henchmen in a few “ representative ” Indians 
who are prepared to sell their soul for a mess of pottage ; 
these gentlemen, and women, forget that no American 
goes about the length and breadth of India cataloguing 
their national crimes and vices. 

The missionaries who are the other agents for 
interpreting India to America necessarily dwell only on 
the sordid aspects of Indian society, disease, filth and 
poverty to touch the heart of the donors. 

The one and only method of silencing these critics 
is to remove the root cause of the trouble, if ever; and 
the government and the people should set about this 
herculean task with tireless zeal and vigour. It is a 
task that would call forth a Kemal, a Lenin and a 
Gandhi all roiled into one. But in its default the task 
of countering these whispering campaigns against India 
is left to the Indian students and a few publicists like 
Professors Sudhindra Bose, Syed Hussain 1 and other 
prominent Indians resident in the States. They present 
the case of the Indian National Congress with great 
vigour and gusto. Still it is at best only a haphazard 
arrangement. Naturally Englishmen would get better 
hearing from their trans-Atlantic cousins than Indians, 
Blood is thicker than water. However, the visits of 
the great Vivekananda, Tagore and Uday Shankar 


1 Syed Hussain became independent, India’s first ambassador to 
Egypt. If tins Chaptor is read in the past tense, many of the matters 
stated herein which are Out of date will fall in their proper perspective. 
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were of immense value in opening the eyes of Americans 
to our rich, ancient and varied culture. 

Propaganda is at best a side-show. The real road 
to freedom is only through our own sacrifices. English 
the master language of freedom, the language of Milton, 
Byron and Browning tells us, 

Hereditary bondsmen, know ye not, 

Who would be free must themselves strike the 
blow. 

The best way to serve our motherland abroad is 
not by speeches or writings ad galore as by our character 
and the manner of our life. The wrong type of Indian 
does more harm to his country than any amount of 
anti-Indian propaganda by foreigners. And there are 
many of this type in the capitals of Europe and America, 
students who never study and who without money or 
means, eke out a precarious existence in dubious ways, 
hawking curios or sponging on new comers. 

Indian students m Europe and America, Hindus, 
Muslims, Christians and Parsis all live together in 
brotherly love and comradeship: communal and 
provincial prejudices are buried under common adver¬ 
sities. We were Indians first and then Hindu or Muslim, 
Maharatta or Bengali, Parsi or Sikh, Punjabi or Madrassi. 
But after return home how many among us keep the 
old vows and ideals ? 

India has many friends in America, like the 
Reverend J. T. Sunderland, the Reverend J. H. Holmes 
of the fashionable Community Church and the Jewish 
Rabbi Stephen Wise. Not all Americans are Miss 
Mayos. But these well-meaning gentlemen are helpless 
before such onslaughts like Miss Mayo’s Mother India 
and such realistic films like India Speaks. Any country 
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can be damned by realistic pictures. Senator Blaine 
of Wisconsin once introduced a motion in the Senate 
to recognise India immediately as an independent 
country. I do not know if the beloved Senator is Irish. 
De Valera (born in New York) used to be a frequent 
visitor to America and gave public addresses which 
were ardently devoured by us Indian students. He 
was m our eyes an Indian national hero. 

There is a Gadr party in America composed mainly 
of domiciled Sikhs in California whose object is to make 
India independent by violence, if necessary. By now, 
I suppose, they have realised the ultimate futilities of 
war and violence. 

Indians are nationalists abroad and anti-British; 
it is a question of izzat (seif-respect), hurt at being 
considered a subject race. But once back home we 
begin to realise the infinite complications of the Indian 
jig-saw puzzle.* 


* After the attainment of independence the Indian Government 
has shown itself capable of meeting any situation and has thereby 
won the admiration of the whole world. 



24. Keep Smiling 


s i OOD MORNING, may I help you ? ” beams 
VJ the girl at the Information. 

“ Suits . . . 3rd floor, please : elevator No. 9 is 
waiting . . this way, please.” 

“ Keep smiling ” is the secret of success. This 
slogan is printed and kept on table and counter to 
keep off the depression. The age of miracles is not 
past at least in America. 

The elevator girl, a Thilottama in short-slarts, 
beckons you with her synthetic smile. Elevators, 
escalators and regular staircases are all heavy with 
customers. We pass between rows of smirks and smiles. 
Every smile says “ Buy.” Thanks are profuse. Every 
phrase is sugared with a “ please.” Such are the hourly 
scenes at Macys, Wanamakers, Gimbels, Woolworths, 
and the other great department stores. Business in 
the West apparently thrives on sex appeal. “ Say it 
with a kiss ”—or smile. Salesmanship may be humbug, 
but nothing succeeds like success. 

Even more than the English the Americans are 
the shop-keepers of the world. The American is not a 
conservative in business like the Englishman. His 
essential characteristic is pushfulness. Judged by other 
standards his methods may be cheap and flashy. But 
they help him transfer the other fellow’s money into 
his pocket—no easy task ever. 

The fellow who hollers 
Gets all the dollars. 

Like their newspapers the stores too have telling 
slogans. “ It’s Smart to be Thrifty.” “ We Give Your 
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Money’s Worth.” Here is an undertaker’s slogan: 
“ You may linger, but I’ll get you yet.” The com¬ 
mercial artist has a flair for epigrams, and poetic prose, 
like sherbet, has a strange appeal with women. Mere 
repetitions can work wonders. Only say it with beauty 
“ ad ” or aid. Invention has become the mother of 
necessity. The Americans are easy victims of “ ads ” 
and are prepared to experiment with anything, be it a 
tonic to cure baldness or to develop the bust. 

Saturday afternoon shoppers are by the hundreds 
and thousands. Reduction sales at “ rock bottom 
prices ” and “ moving out ” sales are daily features. 
Hats are reduced from $4 to $3.95 and women mob the 
shop. Fashions change, and fashions have wrought 
more havoc than revolutions. The women spend like 
water what the men earn with their sweat and blood. 
Men’s suits are selected by the wife or girl friend though 
the reverse is not permitted. American women are the 
best shoppers in the world—for they are the richest. 

The big department stores are like bazaars where 
they sell anything from a pm to an aeroplane. It is 
significant that Selfridge the universal provider of 
London is American-born and that Woolworth has 
invaded England. 

The customer is always right, is another sales 
maxim. The net result of feminine smiles, thanks and 
slogans is that we shall have spent $50 when we wanted 
to spend only $10. 

Then there are the great mail order houses : if you 
go to them with money in hand they advise you to send 
it. by post. They specialise in up-country customers : 
they are the carriers of civilisation into the -wild 
hinterlands. There is a mail order house which fills 
sixty thousand orders a day : it has its own trucks, trains 
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and post offices. The catalogue of Sears, Roebuck and 
Co. is a sumptuous album 

The chain stores, Woolvorth, Grant, Kress,— 
“Nothing over 5 and 10 cents”—sell all that a household 
wants, thread and needle to pans and pies. It may be 
that each of a pair of socks has to be paid for separately. 
The Atlantic and Pacific sells provisions and vegetables 
as its name indicates from sea to sea. 

The President of a chain store once toured India 
studying the market. Three hundred and fifty million 
customers was tempting. Ultimately, however, the 
branches were never opened. Smiles and profuse 
thanks are no use in lean and hungry India. 



25. White Wives, Brown Husbands 

S HEILA K—began, 

“ Your friend Mr. Singh and I have been in love 
now over two years. If he were a White man we would 
have married long ago. But we are of two different 
races. We have little in common, except love. And is 
not that all we want ? Race like sex is an accident.” 

She was not a baby caught in the meshes of love. 
She was a University girl and that means a lot. 

“ My mother,” she continued, “ good old soul, is 
in tears and my dad in a fury. He was at one time a 
missionary to the ‘ heathen Chinee.’ He used to discourse 
vehemently on the fatherhood of God and the brother¬ 
hood of man ; even then my mother used to shake her 
head disapprovingly and say ‘ no.’ He has now forgiven 
his sermons and threatens to throw me out of the house. 
Bill, my brother in the army—he is a violent young 
man—bawls at me, 

‘ So you’re going to marry that Hindu snake- 
charmer. Are you gone crazy ? You had better run 
away with a nigger ! ’ 

* His brother officers, it seems, would cut him.’ 

“ ‘ When you reach India you will find three or 
four other wives for company. And once you go you 
don’t step in here again,’ he says.” 

“ What shall I do now ! ” asked Sheila in despair. 
Western girls are so smart and lovely and make 
such excellent comrades in life’s great adventure that 
some of our Indian students find them irresistible. The 
White “ghosts” who come out with them to India may 
not always be so well educated or be a member of the 
better class like Sheila. But to whatever class they 
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may belong, “ in form like an angel, the glass of fashion, 
the mould of form ” they are peerless in the art of living. 
American women are the most fascinating m the five 
continents. No wonder America is run by these splendid 
creatures. My Persian friend was once so enraptured 
by these peppy confections of Nature that he exclaimed, 
“ It is better to marry a Western woman of forty 
than an Eastern girl of twenty ! ” 

But what is the secret of their attraction for us ? 
The endless European wars is one answer: the cream 
of their manhood lies buried under poppy fields in 
Flanders and a hundred other battle fronts in vain but 
valiant attempts to save humanity for democracy. 
West of Suez there are too many women and too few 
men. Long years of spinsterhood gives life a dismal 
prospect. Tired of washing dishes, some dream of 
chohas, ayahs and liveried servants, and “bed coffee 
m bed ” as the Collector’s memsahib in the Garden of 
Allah. Ride on elephants and hunt tigers ! Maharajahs 
would welcome them with cavalry (in rainbow uniforms) 
and the boom of guns ! Then there are the philosophic 
maids who after the wild sallies of youth enter into the 
follies of age. They are the faded ball-room heroines 
of yesterday. On the wrong side of forty, with few 
worshippers at their feet, their thoughts naturally turn to 
cosmic matters and they are an easy prey to ‘ Om ’-chant¬ 
ing Theosophists, Transcendentalists and Vedantists. 
When they reach India they flatter us by donning the 
sari in return for our banquets and bouquets. And aren’t 
we happy to bask in the sunshine of their royal smiles ! 

“ Miss Sheila, there are two Indias, the romantic 
and the real. Laurence Hope sings of Kashmir vales 
and Shalimar gardens. Tourist companies descant 
enchantingly of our old palaces and fortresses, Taj 
Mahal ‘dream in marble’ and the Temple of the Fish- 



106 


AN INDIAN IN AMERICA 


eyed Goddess at Madura. But as a foil there is Mother 
India, and Kipling, laureate of jingoes, rattles * East ol‘ 
Suez the best is like the worst.’ We are ‘ half-devil, 
half-child ’ in his Olympian eyes. Bishop Heber thinks 
that every prospect in India pleases but that man alone 
is vile. 

“ Mr. Singh is practically a Hindu by religion. In 
their eyes you are a Mlecha—an untouchable ! ” 

Sheila’s face fell. Is this how the Brown man 
considers the White man who twirls his moustache 
and struts about Asia like the cock of the walk. 

“ Beef is loathesome to Hindus, and bacon and 
liquor to Hindu and Muslim alike ; liquor is drunk by 
Rakshasas ■ and meat eaten by cannibals. Hindus are 
vegetarians and have little love for disguised corpses. 
They do not like to turn their bellies into graves of 
beasts and birds 

“ Our methods of oblation are different: we use 
water where you use paper. Our ways will seem strange 
to you. . . We live in the tropics where the climate 
like our curry is hot. You would want all the waters 
of the Niagara to cool off. 

“ And, madam, a White wife is a white elephant. 
India is poor and ragged. We can feed ten families 
with the expense of a White woman. . . . The price of 
a bottle of whisky will keep an Indian family in comfort 
for a month and that of a tin of cigarettes will buy a 
sari. Then think of your children, neither Indian nor 
European. They will add one more to our present 
three thousand castes. Strictly speaking your marriage 
will be invalid under the Hindu law and your husband 
will be excommunicated for marrying outside his caste 


1 itukshnsas-, demons in Hindu mythology. 
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and religion. . . . You will have no society in India. 
The memsabs will perk up their noses at you. You will 
scarcely feel happy in Indian society. You never can 
learn our old manners and odd customs . . . where the 
woman has to stand up in the presence of man. 

But if your husband gets a good post in one of the big 
cities there may be other Indo-European couples and 
you may console one another.” 

Sheila interrupted, “ But I love Singh. I am 
prepared to take any risk, to make any sacrifice.” 

“ Then it is O. K. But love in a cottage seldom 
works and love-making on an empty stomach is more 
a pain than a pleasure. In any ease, mademoiselle, 
why not visit our land before you marry : you’re not 
marrying your husband only but his land and people 
as well.” 

She did visit India and liked our people and our 
ways. She married Mr. Singh. Six months in India 
disillusioned her and by a strange coincidence I met her 
at Bombay on the eve of her departure for the United 
States. She agreed that she had committed the folly of 
her life : but were she to live again, Sheila said that she 
would still marry Mr. Singh. Strange are the ways of 
Kama 1 1 


1 Kama, the Hindu god of love, Cupid. 



26. Henry Ford 


H ENRY FORD, motor king, it. typical of America, 
and perhaps of this century. His shape and body 
is like well-tempered steel. He is a sort of human robot. 
At Dearborn, capital of Caroeracy he is more a legend 
than a fact. He is too busy to oblige the curious : his 
factory speaks for him. 

Ford stands for perfection in his craft; he wants 
his car to excel all others. So in his chamber of horrors 
he disembowels other makes and exposes their faulty 
construction. He holds motor races and hires stunt 
drivers and speed-demons to show to a gaping world 
that his car is the ne plus ultra in speed and streamlined 
perfection. He also is a friend of the poor and wants 
his car to be within the reach of all. It pays too. So 
he adopts a new economic principle : the greater the 
demand the lesser the price, and mass production makes 
this gloriously possible. 

His father wanted Henry to be a farmer ; but the 
boy wanted to be an engineer. Born enemy of buggy 
and horse, he preferred to soil his hand with coal dust 
rather than horse manure. Genius will out. When a 
mere stripling the born mechanic took to repairing 
watches in the stealth and cover of the night to avoid 
a fond father’s wrath. But now in his old age Ford 
divides his time and interest between agriculture and 
manufacture, the twin arms of prosperity. He has 
model farms like Inis model factories and writes 
eloquently of agriculture m prose as Goldsmith did in 
verse. He has perhaps a few weaknesses. An ardent 
admirer of Lincoln he has bought and removed the 
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cottage m which the great liberator was born, bodily to 
Dearborn. 

Ford likes to be self-sufficient: he had one or two 
bitter experiences of being at the mercy of others. So 
he owns mines, railroads, rubber plantations, glass 
factory, aeroplane factory, airports, telephone company, 
power company and financing company besides manu¬ 
facturing and distributing plants. Many a time did 
Wall Street try to trap the automobileer with loans 
and worm into his giant business : it is dog eat dog in 
capitalism : but the financiers met with a big “ No.” 
Had he borrowed from the banks instead of floating his 
own bonds, Ford and his factory would have been 
bound hand and foot and delivered over to the 
harpies of Wall Street. 

Ford started with S400—and now ! 

His Assembling Factory at Edgev'ater, New York, 
is well worth a visit. The motor parts are brought from 
Detroit in his own steamships and assembled into cars 
at this factory. Visitors are welcome ; we had, however, 
to sign a card absolving the company from any damage 
due to accident on the premises. Overhead are conveyor 
belts on which the motor parts are always moving up 
to the workmen. The foundation of the car, the chassis, 
is placed on rails and it starts on its eventful journey : 
deft and bored workmen stand at intervals of a yard or 
less and screw into the skeleton, bolts, pins, springs, 
etc., and in a few hours a ear is born and driven away. 
It is an endless procession of cars. From the ore to 
the finished auto it takes less than three days. Ford 
has made so far over fifty million ears. 

The “motor car is the national thermometer” says 
Ford. Another of his sayings is “ We must boost 
ourselves ; if we don’t who will ? ” Still another, for 
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the unemployed, especially the White Collars, If you 
can’t find a job make one.” 

Not content with streamline, gear and carburettor 
the great industrialist hugs his own pet theories : he 
believes in specialisation and rationalisation and he is 
the apostle of mass production. I should think that 
England is fifty years behind America in these matters. 
Above everything else Ford has a dogmatic faith m 
specialisation -. a worker goes on fixing a pin or a bolt 
all his life and thus attains perfection. He may know 
nothing else : but what little he knows, he knows well. 
Other manufacturers change the worker from one job to 
another to prevent boredom and consequent decrease in 
output. Both theories apparently work to the enormous 
satisfaction and benefit of their proponents. Efficiency 
is the god of the 20th century. The product and not the 
producer is the object of capitalistic solicitude. The 
great captains of industry may build sunlit garden 
cities for workers and their families for the same reason 
that the poultry-keeper puts electric lights in hen houses 
to get more eggs. Such are the prophets of profits ! 

Unlike many sanctimonious millionaires Henry 
Ford does not believe in charity. “Ido not give charity; 
I have not sought it either,” a hard saying. Charity 
debases him who receives no less than the one who gives. 
Instead he gives high wages ; he starts technical and 
commercial schools. Life is a business and the practical 
idealist does not associate his name with any Library, 
Museum or University. Perhaps he has a secret 
contempt for art and literature. But he is all for peace 
and went on a Peace Mission to Europe, lunatic asylum 
of the world, during the 1914' war. “ History is bunk,” 
and “ war is a sorry business anyway ; it does not pay ” 
says the great manufacturer whom rival governments 
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flood with orders for munitions. He makes Flying 
Fortresses at the rate ol‘ thirty a day, as his friend 
Henry Kaiser launches a ship a day, to hasten victory 
and peace in World War II—Ford of the Peace 
Mission in World War I. 

Ford wants more rubber and he wants it cheap. 
So on the one hand he financed his friend Edison to 
produce rubber out of the goldenrod grass and on the 
other he started a million acre plantation m the Amazon 
valley. There were no roads in the region and the 
undaunted captain sent workmen m aeroplanes ! 

The Ford company pays the highest wages in 
America, which means m the world. So he gets the 
best workers ‘‘ who don’t smoke, drink, gamble or 
covet their neighbour’s wife.'’ Ford takes a long view 
of the matter, the higher the pay the better ; it increases 
the purchasing power of the people on which depends 
the sale of his cars. He pays ST a day and would rather 
increase than decrease it. But he has no use for Trade 
Unions and hence he insists on workers signing the 
“ Yellow Dog ” contract by which they agree not to 
enter unions. “I do not believe in democracy in 
industry,” remarks the Iron Sage. “ We all get the 
price we deserve ” : so why bargain or unionise ? And 
if necessary he does not hesitate to shoot down strikers : 
no monkeying with Big Business. 

“Plindu” workers, especially Muslims, were once 
his favourites : for they do not drink. Faithful to his 
boyhood vow to his mother Ford himself neither 
smokes nor drinks. He was one of the protagonists of 
Prohibition in America. The movement was started 
by the industrialists and manufacturers to prevent 
workmen from getting drunk. The industrialists and 
manufacturers are mostly Republicans and when they 
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came into power they imposed Prohibition on a nation 
“problematically pious but indubitably drunk.” There 
were no more Blue Mondays. 

America is the worker’s paradise. Unskilled labour 
is paid 0.50 cents an hour and skilled much higher. 
Clerical work is paid $4, bricklayers $8, and masons 
$10 a day. Leather is better than learning. The 
American workers come and go in cars. Out of office 
boss and workmen are equal. The American labourer 
has the lnghest living standard of his class in the world. 
He has the best of foods, milk, eggs, meat, fish and 
fruits m plenty. We are what we eat. Skyscrapers 
cannot be built on cabbage soup. 



27. U. S. vs. Babu Mulcerjee 

i i 1V/f R’ MUKERJEE ?'’ enquired a plain clothes 
XVA detective as he turned on me his departmental 
badge from the inside of his coat. 

I introduced him to Babu B. C. Mulcerjee. 

“ Let’s go up to your room ” he suggested to ray 
friend. 

They left together. 

Benoy Chandra, not returning for a long time I 
went up to investigate. A cop armed eap-a-pie guarded 
the door. Mr. Mulcerjee was under arrest! Benoy 
Chandra of all men—fat, innocent. Benoy. 

“ This guy has broken the Immigration law and 
he is fired.” 

“Fired," however, is onlv a Yankee word for 
sacking, which m this case meant deportation. 

I was relieved to learn that my friend was not 
wanted for hold-up, arson or murder, considered perhaps 
lesser offences in America. 

“Get dressed up; you’re going rightaw T ay” shouted 
the Federal officer. “ You may have to spend a few 
days at the Penitentiary. So you’d better take your 
shaving set also.” 

It is always abrupt with American officialdom. 

“ Pardon me,” I interrupted, “ As I am an advocate 
in India, may I know if it is necessary to take him this 
very night ? Can’t you come for him in the morning ? ” 

The one consulted the other and answered me, “My 
orders are to arrest and produce him forthwith.. . But 
where is the guarantee that I can get him tomorrow ?... 
Well, could you give me that guarantee.... Would you 
sleep with him in the room ? " 
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I consented. But matters soon took a different turn. 
The news of Benoy Chandra’s arrest spread like wild 
fire in the small Indian community and an American 
lawyer appeared on the scene. He demanded to see 
the warrant. 

“ I’m not bound to show you.. .but as a matter 
of courtesy. ...” 

He produced the warrant. It was in order. The 
officer appeared to be irritated by the officious inter¬ 
ference of the lawyer. Thenceforward he would act 
only according to law which meant that Mukerjee was 
to go “ nghtaway.” 

Though it was shivering cold beads of perspiration 
dripped from Benoy Chandra’s spacious forehead : his 
shirt glued to his body with the sweat of unknown fear. 
I attempted to cheer him up : once again I regretted 
that there was no common national language of its own 
for India. 

They called a taxi. I offered to accompany 
Mukerjee : but the officers declared that it was 
unnecessary. So I bade my friend a silent farewell. 

What was Mukerjee Babu’s crime ? It was nothing 
more than that he had in gypsy-fashion rolled from one 
college to another and loafed the way from Chicago to 
New York. Contrary to laws he had sulked his studies 
and forfeited his “ student status.” He pleaded ill-health 
but the University doctor could discover nothing more 
than laziness. He was in consequence to be deported 
immediately. 

The day after his arrest I had a card from Benoy 
Chandra from the Tombs, New York’s famous prison, 
which holds more murderers than any other in the 
world. The Civil Liberties Union came to our rescue 
and freely placed their lawyer at our disposal. With 
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his help we bailed out Mr. Mukerjee on furnishing a 
cash security of $500. He was allowed a month to 
leave the country. 

Mr, Mukerjee left for India by the next boat. 

There was another act to the drama, which was 
played in India. Married when he was very young 
Mukerjee had a wife and child when a devoted father 
sent his only son to America for “ higher studies.” Ten 
years passed and he had not even begun his studies. 
One day he received a cable that his mother was dying : 
he dismissed it as a ruse to get him back to India. 
Unfortunately it was true and the lady died whispering 
her son’s name in her last breath. 

Benoy Chandra’s wife wrote piteous letters to him 
week after week : but he neglected to reply. Her father 
sent him frantic appeals. “ Sushila will go mad unless 
you return ! ” That’s another story, -would remark our 
friend. 

Think you that “ fatty ” Mukerjee was a Don Juan 
fooling around with wine and women ? Oh, no. His 
only weakness was a pipe and the bed. 

In the end, his father, shrewd dispenser of law in 
Bengal, requested the U. S. Government to arrest his 
son and pack him back to India. 



28. Machine Saga 


» I HAVE here a dozen elephants for sale,” I began. 

JL Miss Bronstein, buyer for a large curio shop in 
New York, was mildly bewildered. 

“ Ivory elephants,” I hastily corrected. 

“ $5 eaeh ! That’s much too much,” remarked 
the sharp-nosed Jewess. “ Good at a dollar. If you 
agree, we shall place an order for 100,000 elephants, 
delivery three months,” 

“ But, madam, we do not produce elephants m the 
mass as Ford makes his cars. These are hand-carved, 
works of art. Pray, see the cunning of man's hand : 
one elephant is not like another, as in Nature.” 

A smile flitted over Miss Bronstein’s lips, half m 
scorn, half in pity. 

“ What waste of time and energy. We could turn 
out a million or two of these elephants in an hour. 
They may all look alike : but what does it matter ? 
Different people buy them. Machine makes production 
so cheap that even our poor can buy cars and radios. 
Hand-made things are good, for museums.” 

Finally the fame of my ivory elephants spread far 
as Chile. 

More gadgets and gewgaws are patented in America 
than in any other country. The Yank has a genius for 
invention. Egg-cookers, blush-meters and lie-detectors 
follow one after the other in quick succession. 

Will they of the indomitable West rest till they 
have created Life by Science ? Or is the atom bomb the 
limit of their inventiveness ? 
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A large rayon factory in New Jersey now wants only 
six men to do the work that was clone a short time ago by 
six thousand : the rest is done by a few electric buttons. 

$25 is the minimum making charge for a suit of 
clothes in U. S., the cloth being extra. But ready-made 
suits are sold for $15 or $20. The electric cutter and 
sewing machine can turn out a thousand or more suits 
within the wink of an eye. And now comes mass- 
produced pre-fabricated houses in aluminium, bakehte 
or straw-board, according to your taste and purse. 

The calculating machine installed m every bank is 
a better mathematician than any Cambridge Wrangler 
and the Cash Register (machine) is a device against 
ollicc embezzlement. Man may make mistakes but 
these machines never. 

America, the never-never land of illimitable 
spaces, is naturally a country of large farms, each of 
which may be ten thousand or more acres in extent. 
Aeroplanes are used for sowing and motors for harvesting. 
In Chicago there are grain elevators with individual 
capacity of twenty million bushels. 

Ill their ranches there are thousands of cows but 
no bulls, inseminators taking their place. First the 
incubator and now the inseminator. Some women go 
in for test-tube babies. They of the famed film-land 
escape the pangs of child-birth by the surgical removal 
of the foetus in the fifth or sixth month, which is then 
brought up in a glass womb : behold the new Mother ! 
The white blood of life—of film star, student or scholar, 
as you fancy—is injected into the woman, and behold 
the new, unknown Father ! 

The Union Stock Yards—factories of death—in 
Chicago hold two hundred thousand hogs : there are 
miles and miles of water troughs. Eighty thousand 
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hogs are killed, shaved, sliced and packed in a day. 
The whole process does not take more than twenty 
minutes for each animal. All except its squeal is used, 
hone, hair, and blood. 

The fate of milk-and-bread fed duck and turkey 
is no better than that of the Chicago pig. And on 
Christmas day in the name of their Saviour thousands 
of birds and animals are killed to feast gluttonous 
White barbarians. 

Little wonder if Chicago, like Sodom and Gomorrah, 
was time and again destroyed by fire. But Phoenix-like 
she rose again, more magnificent than ever, the Pride of 
the Prairies, the Queen of the Lakes. The Chicagoans 
raised the foundations of their buildings by 14 feet to 
be above the flood level of the Michigan. The operations, 
carried out at night, were so imperceptible that the 
inmates did not know what was happening! Then 
they turned the tide of their river and made it flow 
up-stream ! A wonderful people, these Yanks ! 



29. The Washington Merry-Go-Round 

T ARRIVED in Washington, capital of U. S., during 
■*- the bicentenary celebrations of George Washington, 
the “ great liberator ” and the “ father of his country,” 
“ first in war. peace and the hearts of his country men.” 
The Stars and Stripes fluttered from every mast.. . . 
In the translucent haze of winter nights the giant dome 
of the Capitol is floodlit and is the home of rainbows.... 
And in summer the cherry blossoms presented by the 
Mikado of Japan are abloom in their pink glory on the 
banks of the Potomac. 

Originally a wilderness, Washington was preferred 
to New York as the national capital to escape the sordid 
influence of Wall Street. An unsuccessful attempt, for 
“ Government is run from Wall Street,” said President 
Wilson, “ There the President goes hat in hand looking 
for orders.” 

On the dome of the Capitol is another and smaller 
Statue of Liberty. Are the Yanks afraid that unless they 
see statues to liberty at every corner their liberty will 
vanish ? They evidently love liberty above everything’ 
else for in the Capitol Patrick Henry thundered, “ Give 
me Liberty ... or Death,” which a modern wag has 
parodied into “ Gimme Liberty ... or something ! ” 

In the Hall of Fame stand statues of the greatest 
sons of America. Washington, Hamilton, Jefferson, 
Lincoln and Sherman gaze at the dusky pilgrim from 
India. The Supreme Court of IT. S.—palladium of 
justice—meets in a large semi-circular hall of classic 
simplicity in the Capitol. How its Doric columns once 
resounded with the matchless eloquence of Webster 
and Choate ! Marshall and Story presided there and 
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made history. In judgment after judgment Marshall 
upheld the federal sovereignty against state sovereignty 
and thus prevented the United States from becoming 
the Untied States—a lesson for fissiparous India. 

The Judges are gowned but bereft of bands and 
ermine dear to their British brothers. Oratory is given 
short shrift and no appeal is heard more than a few hours. 
The ‘‘briefs” contain all the arguments and authorities. 
Garbed in ordinary attire the “ attorneys too are 
without the trappings of English barristers, which is 
also part of American democracy. 

If the judge is absent for some reason, illness, for 
example, it is the practice in some courts for the bar 
to elect one of themselves to the bench and carry on to 
prevent loss of public time. 

There are over a hundred thousand lawyers m 
U. S., ten thousand in New York city itself. The great 
corporation lawyers—one dollar professors at Harvard 
or Columbia with whom the honorarium is nothing and 
the honour everything—annually earn incomes of six 
and seven digits. But others make a living by ‘ ambulance 
chasing’ or driving taxis m spare time. The ethics of 
the legal profession are obviously high : for some are 
struck off the rolls for soliciting work, others for com¬ 
mitting adultery ! 

It is said that in criminal cases the Negro seldom 
gets justice against the White. The juries are White 
and they think that the Black is a natural born thief, 
liar and murderer. Prosecutions are in the name of the 
people and as Judges arc elected by the people, popular 
passions and prejudices may sometimes be reflected 
in judgments, for instance, in cases involving racial 
and political issues. In disputes between capital and 
labour the former invariably carries the day. Money 
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talks. The Standard Oil cases, the execution of Sacco 
and Vanzetti, and the long imprisonment of Tom 
Mooney, labour leaders, are examples. 

When the Congress is in Session, Washington is a 
merry-go-round of lobbysts, greasers, gangsters and 
bosses. Laws are made, delayed or unmade to serve 
party or class interests. America is the land of “ damned 
politicians,” made up mostly of the mystic Irish and the 
practical Jew. U. S., is the land, par excellence, of the 
spoils system. Both Republicans and Democrats are 
tainted with oil. The Tammany Hall in New York and 
the Ring in Philadelphia, both started originally as 
benevolent societies, are now a byword for graft and 
corruption. Every place of trust is a nest of profits. 
American democracy, like any other, is a network of 
bribery, “ tm box ” and adultery. 

Each State in the Union, proud of its rugged 
independence, proclaims its own motto. Arkansas has 
Regnant Populi (People Rule), Florida—In God We 
Trust, Kansas—To The Stars Through Difficulties, 
Maryland—Manly Deeds and Womanly Words, Virginia 
—Thus Always To The Tyrants. 

The States have their own flowers too. Kansas has 
Sunflower, Massaehussets—Mayflower, Washington— 
Rhododendron. 

Altogether an imaginative people ! 

In the Library of the Congress is exhibited the 
original Declaration of Independence, 

“ When in the course of human events ” begins the 
Declaration and proceeds, “ We hold these truths to be 
self-evident, that all men are created equal, that they 
are endowed by their Creator with certain inalienable 
rights, that among these are life, liberty and the pursuit 
of happiness. That to secure these rights governments 
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are instituted . . . deriving their just powers from the 
consent of the governed ; that whenever any form of 
government becomes destructive of these ends it, is the 
right of the people to alter or abolish it, and to institute 
a new government.” 

That is Revolution. 

Their Constitution says, 

“ We, the people of the United States, in order to 
form a more perfect union, establish justice, insure 
domestic tranquillity, provide for common defence, 
promote the general welfare and secure the blessings of 
liberty to ourselves and our posterity, do ordain and 
establish this Constitution for the United States of 
America.” 

That is Government. 

Lincoln’s Gettysburg speech as originally drafted 
by him is also to be seen m the Library, 

“ Four score and seven years ago our fathers brought 
forth on this continent a new nation, conceived in liberty 
and dedicated to the proposition that all men are created 
equal. . . . These dead men shall not have died in vain 
and government of the people by the people, for the 
people shall not perish from the earth.” 

That is Democracy. 

Americans love their country. Their government 
does everything to make them happy and prosperous. It 
is their own government. So every boy and girl sings, 
My country, ’tis of thee, 

Sweet land of liberty, 

Of thee, I sing. 

Land where my fathers died, 

Land of the pilgrim’s pride, 

From every mountain side 
Let freedom ring ! 



30. Meet the President! 


S £ T T OW do you do, my Hindu friend ? ” and the 
President of U. S. shook me by the hand as I 
stepped to my place in the long line of men, women and 
children waiting to see him in front of the White House. 

Then a gaunt woman in a great hurry hustled me 
from behind and I lost a life’s chance to dine w T ith the 
President. 

The White House is a modest mansion without 
unnecessary turrets and facades. The British guns had 
battered and charred it during the Revolution. It was 
repaired and white-washed to hide the scars and hence 
the name White House. 

The Ambassadors’ quarters are nearby : those of 
Britain, France and Germany are relatively small 
compared to those of Bolivia, Nicaragua or Equador. 
So they say in Washington that the smaller the country 
the bigger the mansion. . . . Next minute we are among 
the Four Hundred—the Aristocracy of America, who 
own and secretly rule the country to which the President 
lends his name for a spell of four brief years. 

The Arlington Cemetery, the American Valhalla, is 
a vast field of crosses. Liberty is sowed in blood. Here 
rest George and Martha Washington in a special vault 
guarded by eagles. 

Every citizen has the right to call on the President 
and to roam about the grounds of the "White House for 
he expects himself to be there one day. There is 
nothing of the Grand Mogul about American Presidents, 
none of the combination ballet and pantomime one sees 
at royal audiences. On “egg rolling day,” sometime near 
Easter, the people come in their thousands and the 
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First Citizen and his wife give them tea and cookies. 
This is done rather frequently when elections are at 
hand. 

Afflicted with paralysis hip down since his fortieth 
year F. D. is a " dynamic torso.” Stumping on crutches 
he won four elections. The man who beat down his 
paralysis, people said, was surely the one to beat off 
depression and win the war. 

The Roosevelts keep an open house. A rather 
informal lot they radiate cheer and courage and are so 
popular that Roosevelt—greatest of modern Presidents 
—has been elected v ‘ thrice President of the United 
States,” a record without precedent m the history of 
the country. 



31. The Pale Man—A Red Indian Legend 


S QUAW and pappoose stare at the live coals of fire 
m the leather and canvas wigwams m the Indian 
Museum at Washington. A buck has just dismounted 
from his steed and is greeting the sachem. It is the 
Hiawatha in stone. Irving and Longfellow have sung 
the glories of Obi] ways and Dacotahs in deathless prose 
and verse. 

Their hand-made dresses, bead and gold ornaments 
have an old world picturesqueness that reminded me of 
my conversation with Miss Bronstein of the curio shop. 
The Irnquis, Choctaws, Mohawks, Algonkins and 
Cherokees, names as lovely as their feathers, are now 
found onlv in the forest reservations. Their dances and 
war-whoops have primeval vigour; but they have no 
alphabet and hence no permanent literature. Their 
civilisation unlike that of ancient India, China or Egypt 
was as ephemeral as their life was nomadic. 

A filthy lot the Red Indians never wash. They are 
supposed to have given syphilis to Europeans who 
carried it to India where it is known as Ferringhee’s 
(Frank’s) ulcers. 

American Indians are a dying race ; the nomadic 
cannot survive settled life. The. U. S. Government has 
appointed an Indian Administrator to see that they die 
out slowly. The relation between the White and the 
Red is a sordid tale of greed and treachery on both 
sides. “ The only honest Indian is a dead Indian ” said 
the White man who had the gun. Poisoned arrow was 
not its match. 

The land belonged indeed to the Red Indians; it 
was rich wilh gold, oil. coal and iron. But they were 
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too busy with their tribal wars and scalpings to have 
been even aware of the existence of these precious 
metals. Progress is red in tooth and claw and in the 
final audit of history it would be found that the White 
conquest of America is humanity’s gain. 

When their war-paint and feathers are forgotten, 
the memory of the Indian tribes will live for ever in the 
quaint and picturesque names of their towns and states, 
Arizona—Small Spring, Illinois—River of Men, Idaho— 
Light on the Mountains, Kentucky—Land of Tomorrow. 

The Whites are proud of Indian blood m their 
veins. Vice-President Curtis had it, but it did not stand 
against his election. Negro blood ivould have been a 
different matter. 

The origin of the Red Indians is shrouded in 
mystery. They might have gone from India or China 
by the Bering Strait or from the Polynesian and South 
Sea Islands m rafts and coracles, or they might be as 
aboriginal as the plants and animals of that continent. 
They spread south as far as Cape Horn, and in Mexico 
and Peru built the great civilisations of the Aztecs and 
the Incas. 

While historians are divided about the origin of 
the Red Indians, sings the squaw as she rocks her 
pappoose to sleep in the cradle, 

THE ORIGIN OF THE RED MAN 

“ Oh my darling Minnehaha, knowest thou of the 
beginning of our deathless race ! 

“ The Great White Spirit took lovely clay and 
fashioned Man and baked him in the fire. He baked 
him too short, and lo, he was pale-face and so the god 
threw him away. He fell in Europe : he is the half- 
baked White man. 
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“ The Great White Spirit took lovely clay and 
again fashioned Man. This time he baked him too long, 
and lo, he was black as coal and so the god threw him 
too away. He fell in Africa : he is the Black man. 

“ The Great White Spirit then took lovely clay and 
tried the third and the last time. He fashioned Man in 
his own image and baked him neither too long nor too 
short but just the right time. He grew to the colour of 
molten gold and the Great White Spirit saw that he 
was good and comely. Behold, he was the Red Man ! 
And softly he placed him on this earthly paradise 
flowing with milk and honey. The Red Man prospered 
till the White Man came across the broad waters, gun 
in hand. 

l< Such, my darling Minnehaha, is the origin of thy 
deathless race and mine—deathless as the sun, moon 
and stars.” 



32. The Banana King 


B ESIDES the oil, steel, pork, beer and murder barons 
there is the banana king in America. A banana—as 
plantain is called in the West—costs 10 cents and so it 
should be easy for any one to make a fortune : but only 
Isaacs the Jew did ! The banana interests sedulously 
teach the public that in vitamin content a banana is 
equal to twenty grapes. 

American capitalists grow bananas in large planta¬ 
tions of five and ten thousand acres in the West Indies 
and the bunches are sent over to the United States in 
refrigerated ships. 

Americans have also begun to grow coconuts in 
Florida and mangoes in California and soon they will 
flood our markets with American coconuts and mangoes ! 
They will teach us a thousand and one new uses of Lhese 
fruits, that are unheard of in the land of their origin. 
Already there are coconut stalls in New York and the 
other great cities where they sell its milk and juice. 
The stalls are got up with palm leaves to lend atmos¬ 
phere. American ingenuity has invented an electric 
machine for extracting the juice out of the pulp similar 
to the orange extractor. In the West Indies babies are 
fed on coconut milk instead of cow’s. Rosita Forbes 
in all her travels never found a more delicious drink 
than the tender coconut. But its growers in India 
prefer tea or coffee : such is the fate of the “divine” 
coconut “food of the gods !” 

California is the fruit garden of America. Not 
cinema stars only but apples, oranges, grapes, pears, 
etc., grow profusely where once were only stretches of 
hog and marsh. Luther Burbank, the wizard of horti- 



THE BANANA KING 


129 


culture, began creating new kinds of fruits He grafted 
orange into lemon and produced the grape fruit without 
which no American breakfast is complete. “Sunkisl”— 
the seedless orange is another discovery : there is lots m 
a name. Burbankism crosses the blackbeny and the 
strawberry—and there is the blawberrv ! He has taken 
the thorn from the prickly pear and made it, yield a 
luscious fruit. A patent has been granted to the inventor 
of the perennial rose blooming even in winter. And 
one day they will grow elephants on the Rockies with 
the slogan “ Bigger and Better Elephants.” 

Orangeries spread along the Pacific coast and prices 
fell in consequence. The Orange Growers' Association 
at once sprang into existence and took charge of the 
situation. Its research workers discovered new uses for 
the orange. “ Eat orange and live to a hundred ” ; 
“Drink orange juice and get the school girl complexion” 
and then oranges began to sell. Our mangoes, guavas 
and plantains die of neglect for want of commercial 
poets. 

“ Com for health ” sings the American corn 
cultivator. Corn on butter is a favourite in season. 
India is Nature's fruit garden and the Vande Mataram 
sings of the glory of our fruits and trees in vain. For 
our brown “ saabs ” and “ memsaabs ” prefer foreign 
fruits to home-grown ; canned pears and peaches to 
fresh mangoes and pomegranates. And half their 
price is for tin and label! 

There are florists at every street corner m America. 
A dozen roses is a “quarter” but business is brisk. For 
while in India we use flowers for garlanding Sirkar big 
bugs, in the West where men court the women they 
marry, they write love-letters and telegraph flowers, 
the language of love. 



33. The Shuttered Door 


T HE American wife of my Bengali friend died after 
a few weeks of illness. Of Hungarian-Jewish 
birth, she had been a landscape painter. The nimble 
fingers that once painted with great cunning the glow 
of sunrise and sunset were cold : the lips that cheered 
all newcomers from India were pallid. Her husband 
sobbed by her side. Her brothers and sisters were in 
muffled grief. 

The body was removed to the Funeral Parlour where 
friends bade her farewell. The cortege then, started on 
its long journey at the end of which we drove into a 
private park in Long Island. The Funeral Palace 
stood in the centre. No cross or tomb was there to 
mark the victory of death or the sting of the grave. 
Peace and quiet reigned supreme. 

Ushers handed us cards praising the virtues of 
electric incineration over those of burial. A film star 
added a touching if well paid testimony : she planned to 
dispose of herself in that manner. American scientists 
have now discovered a method of preserving the dead 
in specially refrigerated halls through which currents 
of cold air are passed at frequent intervals. 

A funeral costs $300 and so they say it costs more 
to die than to live. 

Gently we laid the coffin on the dais. The organ 
pealed and sang hymns without organist or choir: 
punched music papers were inserted inside and the 
pianola played itself. The Rabbi read the service for 
the dead from the Talmud. A Christian minister made 
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the funeral oration. The Hindu Swami coming last 
recited the following hymn in Sanskrit, 

Asato ma sad gamaya ! 

Tamaso majyotir gamaya ! 

Mrtyor ma "martarn gamaya! 

Lead me from the unreal to the real. 

Lead me from darkness to light, 

Lead me from death to immortality. 

The ancient Vedie prayer, sublime in its simplicity ! 
Schopenhauer used to say that these lines were the 
consolation of his youth and that they would be the 
consolation of his old age. 

Then as the next hymn was being sung a door 
concealed m the wall slowly slid down. The coffin was 
placed on a stand through the door after which it closed 
as quietly as it had opened. The sisters of the dead, 
dumb with grief till now, suddenly gave way. Quickly 
they controlled themselves : grief is one’s private affair, 
to be expressed in the secrecy of the chamber. 

Half an hour later, the door slid open again, now 
for the last time. An urn marked with the name of the 
departed soul now stood in the place where the coffin 
lay a few minutes ago. It was taken out and preserved 
in a niche in the wall. 

She had attained Nirvana or changed worlds as the 
Japanese say. 



34. Spell Binders 


T HE Metropolitan Opera House, New York, was lit 
with women in diamonds, liandcufl'ed to gold. 
Men in stuffed shirts and tux sat stiff asphyxiating 
under the starched collars. Westerners spend the 
major part of the day dressing and undressing, for office, 
dinner, theatre and bed. A good American largely 
consists of good clothes. The glittering ladies and 
gentlemen in the dress circle were the kings and queens, 
the dukes and duchesses of this or that industry. 

The last time I went to the Opera House was to 
see Cm men. But now Bernard Shaw was making Ins 
debut in the New World. New Yorkers had telegraphed 
him for a speech offering his expenses. Back flashed the 
Shavian reply, 

“ Accepted. I make only one speech in America 
and that in New York. Use my name and make all 
the money you can. I don’t want a cent.” 

The Yankee plutocrats offered Shaw the hospitality 
of their de luxe homes. But the invincible Shaw 
preferred the deck of his ship to the nth floor of a 
skyscraper. 

Shaw, then nearly eighty, straight like the palm of 
the tropics, strode up to the platform with school boy 
agility. The audience stood up and cheered ; he bowed. 
Unlike his distinguished hosts, the aged Prometheus 
had no top-hat, no stuffed shirt, no tail coat. In his 
black coat of ancient cut, beard once flaming red but 
now softened into silver, he resembled the victim of his 
constant raillery—the missionary to the heathen. His 
cheeks had the famous school girl complexion, nursed 
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by a diet of nuts, roots, fruits and leaves, generally the 
food of monkeys, donkeys, Brahmins and Bernard Shaw. 

Shaw approached the microphone and a thousand 
opera glasses were whipped out. For the next hour and 
a half the old Socialist launched into a devastating attack 
on capitalism. The gentlemen in stuffed shirts and stiff 
collars squirmed. When he touched the problem of the 
unemployed there was great applause from the balconies. 
At once he turned towards us, 

“ My greatest admirers seem to be from among the 
jobless,” said he. 

What, does the millionaire Socialist do with all his 
money ? We have to be satisfied with such meagre 
answer as we can piece together from his book on 
Socialism. 

It is not every poet and playwright who makes 
speeches for nothing in America. There are many men 
and women in that country who live on their tongue. 
The Chautauqua, fanciful Red Indian name for itinerant 
groups of speakers, travels from place to place and 
within its brown tents can be heard speeches on every 
subject under the sun from travels in Patagonia to 
Clairvoyance. Quack and genius appear on the same 
platform. Popular American oratory is pure blatherum- 
skite, much shouting and raving, clapping of hands 
and thumping of table, altogether lacking in restraint, 
dignity and poise. Is popular oratory different 
elsewhere ? 

America is— 

A land of lakes and beaches 
Of wealth untold 
Of bandits bold 
And after dinner speeches. 
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There are Speakers Bureaus like Major Pond's who 
book spell-binders on a percentage basis and they are 
whisked through all the towns from New York to San 
Francisco. Americans love wrestling, and debates as a 
form of wrestling. A Bureau once sent a blank cheque 
to Gladstone for a speech. He declined. Another 
offered a million dollars to Gandhi. Again declined. 
In American eyes Gladstone and Gandhi were merely 
“ crazy nuts.” 

Summer and winter the philosophers and litterateurs 
of Europe cross the Atlantic in their swarms and are 
handsomely paid and entertained for jibing at their 
hosts, at everything Yankee—except their dollars. The 
Yankees to them are a nation of prosperous barbarians— 
except m war time. “ America is young, immature ” 
pats Mathew Arnold on the back. Bcnnet and Wells, 
Kipling and Chesterton continue the game started by 
Dickens a century ago. Oscar Wilde has some of his 
most delightful epigrams at the expense of America. 
Mrs. Annie Besant used to charge $5,000 a night for 
hollering at the Americans for their “crass materialism.” 

And then comes Tagore, poet-laureate of Asia, from 
fabled and bejewelled India, to the land of materialists, 
bowl in hand, begging for his dear Viswabharathi. 
Reminiscent of the prophets of the Old Testament and 
of the Rishis of the Vedas, like the Sadhu Sunder Singh 
before him, he takes America by storm. 

The Mecca Temple, curious name for a public hall, 
was crammed to the full mostly by women. In America 
the men are so busy making money that their women 
have become the custodians of their culture. Chesterton 
and Darrow were hotly debating God. Chesterton the 
zealous Chatholic convert came out for God. He was 
true to picture, long hair, pince-nez, pot-belly, 
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elephantine proportions. I must here recall the story 
of Chesterton meeting Bernard Shaw. 

s ‘ When I see you, I think there is a great famine m 
the land/’ remarked G. K. C. 

And when I look at you, I think you are the 
cause of it,” retorted G. B. S. 

Chesterton made one of the most closely reasoned 
speeches as I ever heard. I thought that he spoke much 
better than he writes ; for his writing is like the cat 
running after its tail. Then came Darrow, cynic and 
lawyer. He thundered challenges to God, who however 
refused to accept them. 

The Communists are a lively group in New York. 
After the May Day marchings, they held a Rally at 
Union Square. Red girls slummed about “ Kamarading ” 
and “ Tavorishnig ” one another. They thrust flowers 
on spectators at 10 cents a piece. “Down with 
Capitalism ! ” “ Up the Worker ! ” pamphlets at 

5 cents each. Then speeches ad galore mostly in Yiddish 
by fierce and violent men. Hats were passed round for 
“ Our Comrades in the Kentucky Mine Strike.” A 
dance. Negro Communists caper round with White 
girls. Finally they all clench their fists at the world to 
the crash of the International, when the police— 
Walker’s Cossacks—set on them with truncheon and 
tear bomb. 

The radio has found a new outlet for the orators. 
There is even a radio service for those who would not 
go to church. It is the “ Church of the Air.” If the 
people do not go to church, the church shall be brought 
to them. I had the good fortune to appear on many a 
platform. Once I was introduced as “ Mr. Maharajah 
Varghese, associate of Mi'. Mahatma Gandhi.” 

Anyone in a turban is a Maharajah ! 
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The boys and girls want to take you home to show 
their parents how a Hindu looks. Others want your 
autograph in your own “ native language.” 

I was once invited to give a marriage blessing over 
the radio. The marriage season was in full swing and 
the Goldsmiths and Silversmiths Guild sought to 
advertise their wares. Radio programmes are sponsored 
in America mostly by merchants and manufacturers. 
In the midst of the programme there is a break 
announcing the virtues of a particular brand of tooth 
paste or face cream. 

The Goldsmiths and Silversmiths sponsored an 
“ International Marriage ” programme. Representatives 
of different nationalities described their marriage 
customs and ceremonies. The Hawaiian twanged his 
guitar and the Spaniard rent the air with joyous 
“ Margueritas.” After the Zulu had shouted Ins war 
whoops came the announcement, 

“ Now, ladies and gentlemen, the Right Reverend 
Yogi Varghese Anand will bless our invisible couples.” 

I made up a blessing on the spot and concluded in 
sonorous Sanskrit, 

Ora Shanti, Shanti, Shanti! 

As I was leaving, a two digit cheque was thrust 
into my hands. Americans do not want you to do 
anything for nothing. 



35. The Nudists 


i 6 117 AIT a minute, Mister,” said the young belle in 

* " swimming costume as I tried to crash the gate of 
the Adam and Eve Club. “ You are dressed. You 
cannot enter in here m your clothes : this is a Nudist 
Club.” 

It was on the nth floor of a multi-storeyed buil din g 
in the heart of New York. 

There are all sorts of clubs in America—Beard 
Clubs, Spanked Wives League, Bald Men’s Associations, 
Six-Foot Men, Veterans, Grass Widows, Women Haters, 
Elks, Daughters of the Revolution, Alimony Payers 
Association, Jilted Men’s and Women's Club, Abolish 
Capital Punishment Society, Union of Mothers-m-law, 
Anti-profanitv League, Better Homes in America 
Federation, Big Brother and Big Sister, Honest Ballot 
Association, Fat Men's Federation, Knights of Pithias, 
Independent Order of Odd Fellow, etc. Each group 
has its own badge, pm, insignia, crest and a hierarchy 
of high-sounding office-bearers. 

The Oneida set of Bible Communists, holding Bible, 
women and property in common, used to go wild and 
naked behind high fences. They have now become a 
respectable firm of biscuit manufacturers. The fanatic 
Adamites imitating Adam before the Fall wander 
through the forests absolutely nude. Snow r or winter 
does not touch them. The Police and Decency Societies 
unfortunately do not allow their entry into the cities : 
so they live in the mountains. We in India are more 
tolerant; our Nagnct Sanyasins with long nails and 
tousled hair wander freely from the Himalayas to Cape 
Comorin ; men and women devotees kiss their feet. 
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I happened to go to the Adam and Eve Club by a 
chance invitation, 

“ The missionaries show us pictures of your people, 
and we see that the children are unclad,” remarked a 
woman whom I knew rather slightly. 

“ Yes, except for the silver fig leaf.” 

“ Even your Mahatma is semi-nude.” 

“ That’s how our poor village folks go about. We 
are not a bundle of clothes like you Westerners. You 
realise that India is in the tropics,” 

“ Oh, it’s nothing We have mixed nudist clubs 
here. . . . Evidently you are surprised ! I am a member 
of the Adam and Eve. We don’t mind a Hindu 
member.” 

It is common m the West for men to bathe naked 
together. Perhaps their women also do likewise among 
themselves. But at the swunmmg pools and sea shores 
where there is mixed bathing they must wear the 
appropriate costume. My friend Bunji Omura, famous 
Japanese historian, informed me that in Japan men and 
women bathe together as God-made-them at the rivers 
and other public places, and that silly Western notions 
were discouraging this wholesome practice. 

It is said that Westerners learned the habit of 
bathing in the 16th century from English sailors who 
had seen it in India. 

The Appollo Burlesque at the 125th Street, New 
York, excels in Vaudeville shows. Admission is 25 cents. 
It is a pageant of legs, legs, and more legs. The girls 
smg and strip and wiggle their gee stings at the 
enthralled audience and then Mermaids and Sylvan 
Nymphs frantically rush down the gang plank and 
whirl among the audience, humming and hawing, 
deluging the richer patrons with fond pats on the 



THE NUDISTS 


139 


cheeks and swishing kisses. Comedians peal out risque 
stories in verse. Then the Thick Pink Thighs and the 
Thin Pink Thighs rush back to the stage. The prima 
donna leads them to furious leg and arm throwings and 
hip and chest jerkmgs. It is the famous Shimnue 
Shake. And then zip, zip, she strips her gossamer 
dress piece by piece and at the corner of the stage 
casts her silken fig leaf to the winds, throws a flying 
kiss to the enraptured audience and vanishes behind 
the curtain amid yells of applause. “ Oh Bhoy.” 
“ Oh my.” Encore. More strip tease. Just a wiggle, 
just a waggle, wiggle-waggle ! But no disorder : even 
obscenities in the West have their own decorum. The 
leader reappears at the other corner, throws out another 
kiss larding it with a forward jerk of the hips ; it is 
hips, hips, hooray. 

There are no women among the audience ; dog 
cannot stand dog ; woman cannot stand woman. 

There are the “ Blue Cinemas,” strictly private, 
where sex is filmed for diseased appetite. Some other 
shows, more common in Europe and Egypt than in 
America, are unmentionable in print. In France semi- 
naked women kissed us welcome on the streets to their 
houses of pleasure. West of Suez it is a topsyturvy 
world, and when we reach the Canal we had better 
jettison old Asiatic codes into the sea. 

The Adam and Eve meets at midnight. In the 
midst of my argument with the fair Amazon at the door, 
my friend arrived and smoothed out things. We went 
into separate booths, then unpacked ourselves and came 
out in “ trunks,” and m easy stages we doffed even that; 
my eye-glasses remained the sole vestige of civilisation. 

We entered a well-lit hall. Men and women in their 
satin of bare skins were disporting themselves in 
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various ways. A dozen Lady Godivas were riding hobby 
horses, others dancing mixed together in the blissful 
state of nature. There m their natural bloom were young 
women of twenty and in yellow autumnal glory basked 
the bearded septuagenarians. Breastless and waistless 
scarecrows alternated with uncouth liumpty dump ties. 
For the first few minutes I was so embarrassed that 
1 dared not look straight aL the undraped figures. I hung 
my head down m shame of human flesh and only raised 
it to look far and away. Well-bred gentlemen do not 
look straighl but only sideways. In a short time the 
Beau Brummels cease to be dress conscious. The fashions 
of Paris and Bond Street had disappeared. When 
Europeans go naked it is fashion : but when Hottentots 
go naked it is barbarism. 

Clothes, like the burlca, cover a multitude of sins. 
The Adams and Eves whom I met that night were 
neither Cupids nor Venuses. There were not half-a- 
dozen who would pass the test. Nudity exaggerates 
both beauty and ugliness : the handsome look more 
handsome and the ugly more ugly. So most of us had 
better go to the tailor. We arc mostly clothes. 

Dress is the main pre-occupation of Western 
women. They spend more time plotting its subtle 
intricacies than Shakespeare ever did in writing Hamlet . 
Do women dress to please men or to irritate each other ? 

The Nudists are worshippers of beauty. They are 
out for the streamlined figure and keep lit doing the daily 
dozen over the radio. Callisthenics their new goddess 
is so slim and thin that she appears almost tubercular. 

The clock struck four. We had to leave. Ashamed 
of our raw body, we dressed it up in wool and cotton as 
though we were covered with ulcers, lest the “cops” 
teach us morals behind the bars. 



36. Hollywood 


4 6T : VE come all the way from India to see with my 
A own eyes this fairyland of yours,” I began to a 
gentleman whom I met in Hollywood. Thither come 
the glamour girls in search of silver fame and fortune. 
Every American boy wants to be the President of U. S. 
and every girl the queen of the screen. 

California in Spanish means Earthly Paradise. 
She is rich in oil and gold and so Uncle Sam grabbed 
it from the colourful but effete Mexicans. Sunny 
California makes an ideal setting for film work ; it never 
snows there and the days are bright, a land where it is 
always afternoon Its hills and dales, palms and trees 
supply natural background. 

Many of the films are produced in New York. But 
they are all “ Hollywood.” Hollywood lias become a 
trade mark and a tradition. 

Billions of dollars are sunk in the celluloid industry. 
They make two pictures a day on the average, a picture 
sometimes costing as much as two .million dollars. 
Ten thousand people work m the eighty studios of the 
silver city. Stars earn $10,000 to $15,000 a week and 
“extras” $5 ! 

Hollywood is American gorgeousness in tabloid. 
From the crest of Santa Monica the dazzled eye sees 
visions of fairy castles and dream palaces. Beverley 
Hills is aglow with stars. In the distance golden-healthy 
surf-riders are astride on the waves of the Pacific. 

The houses are of all designs, modernistic, cubistic, 
futuristic, and private detectives are on guard day and 
night to protect the stars and their treasures from 
kidnappers, thieves and unwanted admirers. Palms 
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line up the festal streets and avenues and even the 
humble cactus is touched into a thing of beauty by the 
landscape artist. 

Luxury as only the gods know is the keynote of 
Hollywood. The film queens and princesses have 
couches to match their gowns, and gowns to match 
their shoes. The rooms are painted green, blue and 
crimson to suit their passing moods and fancies, for 
the stars must have moods and fancies. 

The women in a,nd around Hollywood, maid, cook 
and manicurist are Rambhas, 1 lovely beyond words and 
deserve to be stars, one and all of them. Every goose 
there is a swan and every lass a queen. 

“ Oh brave new world that has such creatures in it, 

How beautiful mankind is ! ” 

They are working at odd jobs m the hope that one day 
perchance the director’s eye may fasten on their stream¬ 
lined legs. 

“ This Hollywood was a doggone bog,” replied the 
stranger. It was an innocent little suburb of Los 
Angeles with nice respectable folks, and then came the 
film industry. It has made glory for us throughout 
the world. But you ought to know some of their 
secrets. They have borrowed millions from Wall Street. 
When they default interest the financiers come hollering 
for their money. But our men know a trick or two. 
They give parties and dances, and between the “ oomph” 
girls and the “it” girls to their right, to their left, and 
in between they forget what they came for.” 

“ The stars are more fortunate,” I ventured to say, 
“ than sultanas and czarinas. Kings and Emperors 
would kiss their feet for a favour.” 


1 Rauibha, Hindu goddesb oi beauty. 
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“ Don’t you believe all that stuff. They live m 
daily dread of growing old, and they are all so jealous. 
The public wants change and new stars are ferreted 
out of the corners of the globe. The stars do not have 
a moment which they can call their own : their diet and 
weight, the colour of their hair and dress arc decided 
by experts. If they get fat, by gosh, they are finished. 
Whoever loves a fatty as a star ! The voice coaches 
and deportment coaches make life a hell for them. 

“ The stars must always be in the limelight. 
Notoriety begins where publicity ends. They must 
swear hard and talk smart and keep the headlines going. 
Scores of magazines report every detail of their life. 
They must attend to their fan mail and answer thousands 
of letters from the ends of the earth. Their secretaries 
would do the signing for them. Starlets are ever ready 
to push them out. 

“ Pray, don’t think that acting is as easy as sipping 
coco-cola through a straw. By gali, it is hard grinding, 
you said it. They have to learn their lines by night, 
rise with the lark, and be at the studio by eight, and 
do their part over and again till the best results are 
obtained. Many stars earn every penny of their 
salary. The salaries are not really as fabulous as you 
hear. Publicity and commissions eat away a good slice. 

“ Their private lives ! They arc not saints, certainly. 
Many of these glamour girls were once waitresses or 
chorus girls on Broadway. They have a little beauty 
and some of them a real talent for acting. Then, oh boy, 
they fool the film magnates with their girl tricks. The 
magnates themselves were once saloon-keepers or 
second-hand pants pressers. . . . The recipe for becoming 
a star is, good looks, talents and as. 

“ Don’t you imagine that the stars are as gorgeous 
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as they appear on the screen. It is make-up. c.g. - - 
has thin legs and--fat ankles; and so flowing gowns 
conceal them.--is always photographed on the left side 
of her face to hide a scar. The middle aged are a 
problem : no screen hero should have a paunch like 
Falstaff or Sanclio : so they are thrust into belt and 
corset. Our most handsome men and women are not 
to be found in Hollywood but at the counlers of 
banks and stores. 

“ There’s lots in a name. A famous actress jumbled 
the word Arab and called herself Theda Bara and won 
renown as the enchanting Houri of the Desert. 

“It is the double whom you sometimes see on the 
screen and not the original. They agree to share the 
income, the lion’s share always going to the star. There 
are other ways for them to earn some easy money— 
certificates for soaps, creams and powders. 

“There is--noted for her naughty sayings which 
are splashed m the papers. She has a summer shack 
costing $ 30 , 000 . It can be cut up into pieces and 
moved about. She moved it thrice in the course of a 
year to suit her wayward fancies. Each time the 
transportation cost her $ 3 , 000 . This is Follywood ! 

“ By the bye, we have with us Sabu, the Hindu 
boy star.” 

“ Well what are my chances of becoming a star ? ” 

He hurst out into unseemly laughter. 

“ Do you think that you’ve a film face—thin nose 
and lips, amorous eyes ? Have a good look in the 
mirror, my friend. . . . However, we do employ a few 
Sikhs who are settled down here in our Hindu films, like 
the Drums and the Lives of a Bengal Lancer. . . . 

“ There goes - - in her Packard. The man puffing 
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away on her right is not her husband : he is - -’s man, 
her fourth man. That's the Hollywood circus. Reno 
is near at hand for any emergency. Ex-wives and 
ex-husbands ineel and joke at the Aeroplane and the 
Globe. Hollywood is Ballyhoo ! ” 

Mamed stars go by their maiden names ; firstly 
because it is more romantic and secondly because it is 
inconvenient to change the names every other month. 

The studios arc housed in superb mansions each 
divided into thirty or forty departments. Pictures arc 
shot from different angles to get the best results. And 
now and then you can hear Van Dyclc, Zanuck, De Mille, 
bawling at the stars as at a bunch of school children. 

“ Dash it,.. .no good, try again. Louder.. .buck 
up... and now... blush.. .kiss. . .not so cold... but a 
sticky-Itcky.” 

Kiss close-ups, twaddle and libido are Hollywood’s 
precious gifts to the world. 

Any scenery can be reproduced in the studio itself. 
Salt makes snow and the aeroplane propeller produces 
storms. Animals are sometimes made up of springs but 
real snakes, lions and monkeys can be hired from farms 
kept by enterprising people, mostly women. Ships are 
made of canvas and cardboard. The Mickey Mouse 
cartoons are very expensive as hundreds of pictures have 
to be drawn by the hand to represent a single action. 
In the make-up room where Lon Chaney put on a 
thousand masks, cotton wool is thrust under the cheeks 
to fatten thm faces; collodion for cuts and bruises, 
aluminium powder for making dark hair into gray. 
BotLom, how thou art changed ! 

Hollywood has its own theatre where the stars can 
watch themselves on the screen. There are forty 
churches in the cinema city. There is a mammoth cross 
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on the top of Beverley Hills, the Easter Service under 
its shadow being attended by the actors and actresses. 
Hollywood seems to be holier than Mecca, Benares or 
Jerusalem. 

The studios are littered over with castles and 
palaces, streets and bazaars—in canvas or cardboard. 
They have no backs, arc hollow, just like Hollywood— 
I had almost said—America. 



37. Girl Friends, Boy Friends 


6 C 11[ 7E have no virgins above fourteen,” confided an 

V V American, frank like most of his race. “ I don’t 
exclude even my sisters and nieces.” 

The curious can learn all about their sex life in 
Judge Lindsay’s lurid pages. It is fortunate that India 
has no Judge Lindsay. 

They’re necking m the park, 

Yea, they’re petting in the dark, 

runs a popular street song. Every girl has a boy friend 
and every boy a girl friend, a delicious arrangement for 
adolescent life. But it is a little hard on the boys for 
the girls to hire vamps for testing their boy friends. 
Some girls wish they had an Adonis for looks, a Hercules 
for strength, a Croesus for wealth and an Aristotle for 
brains ; are there not more than four days in a week ? 

The Riverside Park stretches terrace on terrace 
along the banks of the Hudson and thousands of couples 
are busily engaged in what appears to be a frenzy of 
kissing competitions. Eros is abroad and at the Central, 
Van Courtland and Bronx Parks the sights and scenes 
are similar. Perhaps the instincts are right and Nature 
cares nothing for morality. And safely the lipstick used 
by the modern Sapphos is kiss-proof. 

Asia the prude hides her women behind the burka 
and guards their virginity at every door. Western 
women may have shocking manners and morals but 
they seem to make a success of life, if not of marriage. 

“ Ouch,” “ Don’t be fresh ! ” “ Oh my honey,” 
“ Naughty boy,” are a few of the expletives of the 
lovey-dovey business. The “ Hi Toots ” girl is “ nice 
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baby ” and “ cutie.” They arc rolling on the grass or 
spooning on the benches, billing, cooing and cuddling 
all the time. In Minnesota they have a law that couples 
pecking on the cheek without a health certificate will be 
fined and under the strange laws of some of the other 
States, kissing even between married couples on Sundays 
is prohibited under penalty of severe fine. The kiss- 
crazy do not mind the passers-by; it is just fun and 
frolic. Our mothers would be shocked at these sights, 
but even their grandmothers arc not. The hugging 
couples came to be so great a nuisance one summer that 
Decency Societies got fussy and had them arrested and 
brought before the court; but they were so many that 
the court could not contain them and a kindly judge 
dismissed the oscillators with a warning. Summer is 
the heydey for the rollickers ; the air is warm, the 
evenings long and darkness tempts even the saints. 

Man is fire and woman is tow, 

And the devil he comes and ’gins to blow. 

In America the “ weaker vessels ” are the stronger 
sex. Among the Kiwi birds of New Zealand the males 
hatch the eggs that the females lay. In the new 
Atlantis men may be seen by the scores wheeling the 
babies while the women solemnly walk beside them. 

In the big cities the girls seldom reach home before 
I or 2 at night; each one has her own room and latch 
key, They are all out dining or dancing uptown, 
midtown, downtown. It is the duty of her partner to 
escort her bo her nest, perhaps give her a drink, and one 
never knows what may happen next. Between adults 
love is seldom Platonic. Accidents may happen despite 
the best caoutchouc precautions forbidden by law but 
obtainable at every drug store. The Hudson throws 
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up hundreds of F.Ls. at the ferries. No baby and no 
clap (V. D.) is all they care. 

There arc millions of “bachelor” girls, full-blooded 
and vital in the big cities, “ born m hospital, educated 
in college and courted in automobile.” The Indian 
system of early marriage which provides a safety-valve 
of dubious value is absent in the West. So they are 
left with the “ old maid ” problem. For these and 
various other reasons their standards of morality differ 
from ours, and let us not knit our brows in the most 
superior attitude. Theirs are the morals of an industrial 
nation, the morals of independent men and women 
wage-earners, the morals of the city with its millions 
rather than those of the small village where every one 
acts the spy and night-watchman to his neighbour. 

America seems money-mad, pleasure-mad, sex- 
mad. When a boy tires of his girl he passes “old Jane” 
to his friend and they get all the change they want. 
Girls grow wary with experience. The round-robin 
love affairs which are not unusual even in their marital 
life seem to work well in America. The American 
flapper is a good flirt; she may start flirtation herself. 
In leap years the woman has the privilege of proposing 
and the clever ones will convert every year into a 
leap year. 

Marriage in the West is a partnership, a growing 
together, 

A ragamuffin husband and a rantipoling wife, 
We’ll fiddle it and scrape it through the ups and 
downs of life. 

Marriage in the East is a biological and culinary 
necessity. They love and marry, we marry and love. 
It is Karma in the East and Kama in the West. 
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Prostitution is now prohibited in the United States : 
formerly the painted Jezebels used to live in the Red Light 
districts like the Geishas in the Yoslnvaras in Japan 
But woman’s oldest profession still goes merrily on m a 
thousand and one guises ; dance halls, Turkish baths, 
massages and beauty parlours are often dens of rose-tinted 
vice. No hotel or apartment house is without its ladies 
of pleasure on the lookout for gentlemen of fortune. 

Here is a common sight in the cities after dark. 
Girls with plucked eye-brows and painted cheeks are 
“window-shopping,” “street-walking” or star-gazing. 
A “swanky” limousine comes along, toots the horn. 
Diana gazes back. They smile and understand each 
other. The car pulls up the kerb : he opens the door, 
she steps in . . .and they drive away. 

The stenographer is called the boss’s office wife in 
fun, and perhaps is so in fact. The boss spends more 
time with his office wife than with his married wife. 
The American working girl is the smartest in the world 
and so jealous old cronies sick of husbands bringing 
blonde hair on their coats insist on the dictaphone. 

There is a story that a famous American actress 
asked Bernard Shaw to give her a baby. 

“ The baby will have your brains and my beauty.” 

“But suppose he gets my beauty and your brains ! ” 
laughed the old cyme. 

A similar offer—but for a different reason—was 
made to me by an impetuous young woman. 

“ I love so much to have a baby,” she said in her 
mother-love. 

I talked to her out of her folly. 

Another one offered to marry me even though she 
knew that I was already married m India. 
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“ But that was infant marriage,” she said in scorn, 
“ arranged by unimaginative parents. You have not 
experienced the thrill and romance of a love marriage. 
My uncle is a lawyer. He would get you a divorce from 
all your wives.” 

Marriage did not appear to be a serious matter 
with Miss America. 

Love children born to unmarried mothers are a 
problem in all countries, which is sometimes solved by 
drowning or strangling them. But in America there 
are special lying-in hospitals for such mothers and 
placement bureaus who offer the babies for adoption 
into proper families. This is all the easier as children 
are told that babies are brought home by storks. 

The average number of children in an educated 
American family is 1.5 : we practise breath control, they 
birth-control: we believe in quantity, they m quality. 

Wedlock sometimes ends in deadlock as when 
December is married to May. Has it not been said that 
love marriage ends in beating the. wife or in the divorce 
court. Marry in haste and repent at leisure. Every 
sixth marriage m the United States ends in a divorce. 
At Reno there is a divorce every ten minutes, six 
days in the week. It is the rich families who lead in 
divorce. A famous Divorce Court judge said that 
drink in the lower classes and music m the upper- 
classes were at the bottom of most divorces. Racketeer¬ 
ing lawyers arc ready to manufacture evidence and 
suborn witnesses to speak to pajama life in hotels, with 
glimpses of bath-room scenes. Co-respondents caiqbe 
hired at a fixed fee and this has become a thriving pro¬ 
fession. Alarmists tell us that the family in the West 
is going to dogs. There is no divorce in India—but 
shall we conclude that our marriages are happy? 
It may be that we resign ourselves to Fate—and they 
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do not. Married misery is a curable malady and 
divorce a necessary evil, the lesser of two evils, for it is 
better to divorce than to murder. Many are not really 
married but only undivorced. Marriage in the West 
is no longer a sacrament but an agreement for mutual 
companionship. 

The divorce laws differ from State to State. The 
primary cause everywhere is adultery, the others being, 
impotency, insanity, cruelty, wilful desertion, habitual 
drunkenness, conviction for felony, and incompatibility 
of temperament—a term of vast elastic possibilities. 
Other States include addiction to cocaine or morphine 
(Alabama), violent temper (Florida), joining religions 
which teach that marriage is unlawful (Kentucky), 
wickedness (Rhode Island) as grounds for divorce. 
Puerto Rico, a dependency of the United States, gives 
an additional cause : attempt to corrupt the son or 
daughter or to prostitute the wife, 

A lonely lady once told me “ We have thousands of 
unmarried women in this country. Our life is bleak, no 
home, no children, no friends. This very New York is 
a desert. . , . You are a wise people: you marry off 
your girls when they are infants and so there is none 
of the hunt for man that you see among us.” 

But the irrepressible American genius for business 
steps in to the aid of hungry spinsters. There are 
marriage bureaus which would introduce rich widows and 
heiresses by post. The correspondence may end in 
marriage or more probably in blackmail. I received 
the address of one in return for a “ dime.” Mushy 
letters and ravishing pictures followed one after 
another. Our passion throve on paper and then my 
flame wrote for $50 to pay me a visit. There the affair 
ended. 
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Saturday afternoons the streets present an unending 
procession of coupes, flivvers, bone-shakers and tin 
lizzies ; merry couples driving far away to spend their 
weekend. Co-eds are plenty among them ; all the college 
anti-auto rules cannot, stop the youthful prodigals. 
Souse parties and necking celebrations helped by glasses 
of “Fiz” culminate in strip-pokers when they cast their 
clothes and their morals to the winds and exhilarate 
themselves with the dance of naked joy. 

The hotels demand the marriage certificate before 
letting a double-bed. But they arc naturally more 
interested in money than in morals. In some fashionable 
hotels sturdy, oaken Negroes arc bell-hops to well-fed 
nothing-to-do nymphomaniacs. But nymphomaniacs 
and satyrs are not confined to America alone ; they are 
found m every country. Taxis too are fitted for 
hymeneal delights. The progress of civilisation is from 
rape to seduction. 

But there are thousands of Americans, descendents 
of Quakers and Puritans, who like us in the East, frown 
on dancing, drinking, smoking and card-playing as traps 
of the devil; but alack and alas ! they are a daily 
decreasing number. 



38. God, Mammon & Co. 


T HE 120 millions in U. S., While and Negro, call 
themselves Christians. But scarcely half of them 
attend any church or believe in God : they may be 
atheists, agnostics, rationalists or humanists, even when 
they may .say off hand that they are Christians. Even 
those who regularly attend the church around the corner 
or listen to the “Church of the Air” may have no faith 
whatever. They arc merely census Christians. Every 
dime (10 cent piece) and quarter (25 cent piece) carries 
the legend “In God We Trust.” But their real faith is, 
“ Oh God, if there is a God, save my soul if I have 
a soul.” 

Under the laws of Puritan America cheques dated 
on Sundays are invalid—so great is their regard for 
the Sabbath that they want to discourage any land of 
worldly transaction on the holy day. The result is 
that cheques are dated the day before or after ! Just 
like America. 

The Yank is more interested in the economics of 
this world than in the geography of the next. 

Some for the glories of this world, and some 
Sigh for the Prophet’s paradise to come : 

Ah, take the cash, and let the credit go, 

Nor heed the rumble of a distant drum. 

There are over three hundred sects among American 
Christians : Methodists, Baptists, Quakers, Lutherans, 
Presbyterians, Roman Catholics, Unitarians, Christa- 
delphians, Adventists, River Brethren, Congregational- 
ists, Schwenkfelders, etc. The Episcopalians are the 
men with money—in a country where money talks. 
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Some of the ultra-modern churches have ordained 
women pastors, gaunt women and tali. These n ew-fangled 
sects have often tell-tale names. Apostolic Overcoming 
Holy Church of God, Duck River Adventists, Two- 
Seed-In-The-SpiriL (Man and Woman m God theory). 
New Dunkers, The Pillar and Ground ol Truth, Shakers, 
Church of Daniel’s Band, Pillar of Fire, Latter-Day 
Saints, America is the home of not only the A.A.A.A. 
(American Association for the Advancement of Atheism) 
but also that of the strangest cults on earth ; but every 
brand of these crank societies has iLs counterpart in the 
castes and religions of India. And one is reminded of 
the saying of Voltaire that when the first, rogue met the 
first fool it was the beginning of religion. The larger 
sects may have twenty or thirty thousand churches and 
the smaller ones two or three. Then there are the 
Vedantists, Independent Vedantists, Theosophists, 
Bahais (Christian-Muslim alchemy from Persia) and 
Joss worship. The Southern States represent the ne 
plus ultra of Christianity and are therefore called the 
Bible Belt. They are the home of Fundamentalist 
fanaticism and it was here that the celebrated Monkey 
Trial was held. Bryan of the “ Cross of Gold ” fame, 
and minister in Wilson's cabinet prosecuted and agnostic 
Darrow defended schoolmaster Scopes for teaching 
evolution. There are also more lyncliings in the Bible 
Belt than in the other States. 

Many of the churches are practically empty except 
for a few children and old women. “ Sec you at church ! ” 
in that country means “ Never see you again.” They are 
making frantic efforts to increase church membership 
and attendance and the churches vie with one another 
in their innovations. Hindus and Muslims, Chinese and 
Japanese are invited to become church members : no 
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change in faith is necessary and membership is useful 
in getting introductions. And the right introductions 
mean success in life and business. 

The Yanks want change all the time. So they 
invite Buddhists, Sliintoists and Clairvoyants to preach 
from their pulpits. They used to invite me often, not 
because I was a Christian but a “ Hindu.” They want to 
be entertained, if possible in fancy dress. Birth Control, 
Companionate Marriage and similar social problems are 
popular topics for sermons. Or they may discuss the 
latest book or drama, Joyce’s Ulysses or O’Neill’s 
Mourning Becomes Electra. Jokes are freely cracked 
from the pulpit and altogether they have a smug and 
easy philosophy of life. In at least one church God is 
worshipped by the Dance of the Vestal Virgins. 

Churches in U. S. are becoming community centres. 
Humanity is the new religion and dogmas are to be bent 
like steel or iron for man’s immediate necessities. While 
Christian missionaries in India and China promise all 
good things to us in the next world, m their own country 
the churches offer the people some of them in this 
world itself. They hold not only Bible classes but also 
dances and picnics. Next door to the Riverside Baptist 
Church, which Rockefeller built and where Fosdick 
preaches, is the Tom Thumb Golf Course where men 
scornful of Sabbath play the game. 

There are more Jews in America than in any other 
country. The Orthodox Jews who observe Sabbath on 
Saturdays as enjoined in the Old Testament are few 
compared to the Reformed Jews who observe it on 
Sunday for the sake of general convenience. And 
except for the absence of the Cross there is little 
difference between the church and the synagogue : they 
have the same hymns and dance and tea programmes. 
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So Jews, Baptists, Lutherans, Methodists and Episcop¬ 
alians go from one church to another according to the 
day’s special attractions. 

A Brahnun friend and I were visiting the mammoth 
St. John the Divine’s Cathedral m New York. Near 
the altar a “padre ” hastened towards us. My friend lost 
his nerve. 

“Perhaps I have polluted the church” he stammered. 

But the pastor welcomed us and showed us round 
and invited us to the membership of the church. 

When most churches are empty the Fifth and Park 
Avenue churches are crowded, with insurance agents 
and salesmen. Business depends on contacts and the 
church is the most suitable place for the purpose as it 
once was for lovers. The Summer Fashion Parade starts 
from St. Patrick’s Cathedral on Easter Sunday, when 
men change felt hat for panama and women turn out 
m gay colours appropriate to the season. 

Though the divines may bleat that all men are 
God’s “happy chillun” and brothers, the Blacks arc 
not admitted into White churches. The Blacks have 
therefore set up their own churches and Y. M. C. A. 
There is a White God and a Black God. That is where 
religion temporises with the world. 

When wheat-vendors are idle, chaff-mongers get 
busy. Father Divine is the Negro hot-gospeller. He 
claims to be an Avatar and thousands of Blacks accept 
him as their Messiah. He is escorted by angels and 
archangels in down and feather and by a recently 
acquired White wife. When hoodlums, wife-killers and 
bums of all lands swelled his seraphic ranks Uncle Sam 
showed his teeth and clapped him into gaol. The 
movement is not unlike the “Om" Society m Sind 
which encouraged wives to desert their husbands and 
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daughters to leave their parents in their search for 
Truth and Beauty. Father Divine, however, is at large 
again and has established Branch Heavens throughout 
the States, where he gives chicken dinners to the Black 
hoboes. 

The reconciliation of God and Mammon is the 
greatest miracle of the twentieth century and Americans, 
perhaps more than others, consider material success as 
the test of God’s grace. God is on the side of big bank 
balances as he is also on the side of big battalions. 
Where God erects a church there the Devil erects a 
chapel. Quack and freak religions spring up in America 
like mushrooms, the founders being mostly women. 
They are the Bobbed Messiahs of Kali Yuga*. And all 
the arts and aids that help the sale of toothpaste and 
chewing gum are pressed into service for selling religion 
to the masses. 

The Christian Science was founded by epileptic 
Mrs. Baker Eddy. She taught that “ spirit being all, 
nothing is matter ; body is a phantom, flesh is a shadow ” 
and that a person is sick only when he falls from grace. 
So disease, sin and death can be cured by faith and 
prayer. But Mrs. Eddy herself had often to go to the 
dentist and she finally died after a protracted illness. 
Mark Twain used to say that the much-divorced 
Mrs. Eddy had more husbands than children. The 
Government has occasionally to order the prosecution 
of Christian Scientists for neglecting to get medical aid 
for their ailing children, 

Mrs. Annie Semple Macpherson is a restless, hectic 
individual. She is the Founder-President of the Pente- 

* Kah Yuga, Ago of Wickedness, as tlie present, ono is called in 
Hindu Mythology 
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costal Mission whose followers having been visited by 
the spirit of God gabbles m polylingual jargon. Tireless 
Annie divorced six times, married seven times, has 
answered to several names in her earthly career. Many 
of her devotees have registered land round about the 
place where the Shc-Apostle is to be interred ! They 
want to be near her even in death. 

The Shakers (United Body of Believers) worship 
God by rhythmic shaking of the body. Founded by one 
Anna Lee the members of this curious sect have vowed 
themselves to poverty and celibacy, the latter of which 
is not difficult as their women are reputed Lo be an ugly 
lot. They eat at a common table and are a hardworking 
people. In the course of their devotions the men and 
women throw off their upper garments and stand facing 
each other. Then they sway forward and backwards, 
humming and droning, shaking and pounding their 
body till they fall down exhausted. 

The Brotherhood of Perpetual Separation like Lhe 
Shakers do not marry or give in marriage. 

Then there are the Muckers, Amana Societies, 
Bunkers and Agapemonists who attempt at Christian 
Socialism with little practical success. The Doveites 
form themselves into a gloomy commonwealth, living 
in a square surrounded by granite walls. They have 
erected a gold throne for Christ in the centre of the 
square and spend their days and nights weeping and 
praying and awaiting His second-coming. Every other 
Yankee is a crank or a crook. 

The Mormons or Latter Day Saints are followers of 
Joseph Smith who concocted the Book of Mormon by 
garbling the Bible. If Prophet Smith was the Moses of 
Mormonism, sent by God to deliver the new Israel, 
Apostle Young was the Joshua to lead them to the 
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Promised Land. Brigham Young, a genius, organised 
the church with great foresight and ability and founded 
prosperous colonies among deserts and wildernesses. 
Those who are not Saints are Gentiles, and Saints and 
Gentiles were always at war. His enemies say that 
Apostle Young had twenty wives and a hundred and 
twenty-eight children ; his friends say that he had only 
nineteen wives and a hundred and eight children. They 
practised polygamy, they said, following the example 
of the wise Solomon. The number of windows in a 
Mormon home indicated the number of his wives. The 
co-wives were perhaps unhappy but with many polygamy 
was their last chance in life. Their women could marry 
the saints m the next world too—but the reservation 
had to be made in this. Mormon polygamy was a 
heaven-sent device to populate the deserts of Utah 
which they called Deseret—the land of honey and by 
their efforts and enthusiasm made it really one. Science 
and religion, reason and emotion, can work wonders. 
“ Utah’s best crop—Babies ” was the motto of the 
Mormons. The object was realised and when the State 
entered the Union, the U. S. Government prohibited 
the practice of polygamy. She is now a moral and 
monogamous State. The Mormons whom I have met 
were exceedingly nice people. And today Salt Lake 
City, capital of Mormon paradise, is famous not only 
for her one-eyed pyramid tabernacles but also for 
motor-racing. 

America is the land of all sorts of movements. The 
Ethical Societies, New Humanities and Community 
Churches are pseudo-philosophic attempts to wed 
Science to Religion. Gentlemen ushers in white rose 
buttonholes smirk welcome at their doors. Their creed 
reminds one of the old man of Moldavia, 
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Who did not believe in his Saviour, 

But erected instead 
With himself at the head 
A religion of decorous behaviour. 

The birthdays of Mahomet the Prophet and Guru 
Nanak are celebrated at some of the more liberal 
churches in America. I remember attending the 
celebration of the Guru’s birthday in a downtown 
church. In strode Mr. . . . Singh, black-bearded and 
white-turbaned. His heralds—pretty white-robed 
damsels—announced his arrival by the blowing of 
trumpets. The apostle of the Guru waxed eloquent 
on the ideals of peace and brotherhood. Then plates 
were passed around. Cheques and dollars fluttered m. 

Where the Dollar rules the pulpit 
There the Devil rules the pew. 

A pleasant old gentleman from India with a genius 
for whining organised a Two-Fold Movement—Peace 
and Love. None could quarrel with his ideals, and his 
bank balance swelled. An envious renegade and brother 
Indian immediately launched a Blue Shirt movement. 
It adopted uniforms, banners and cockades all in blue 
and its members strutted up and down the streets 
mouthing their triple cries, World Embrace, World 
Brotherhood, World Sisterhood. 

Swamis and Yogis, Vedantists and Theosophists 
give lessons in Soul-Force and Divine Illumination at 
good round fees. Mysticism pays fat dividends and 
prophecy is a profitable industry. Divorcees receiving 
fat alimony throng their classes generally held in the 
more expensive hotels. And now there are American 
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Swamis “newly returned from the Himalayas” spouting 
Atma, Om, and Shanti to wealth-oppressed old souls. 

The ex-Messiah of Theosophy travelling in U. S. 
was once asked by a woman at a meeting in which I also 
happened to be present, “ What is the purpose of life ? ” 

“ It’s Love ” answered the handsome Brahmin. 

“ What is Love ? ” questioned Miss Obstinacy. 

“ Love is Life,” came the sublime reply. 

My good friend Mr. Soorthi had come to study 
Business at a New York College. An innocent soul and 
orthodox Hindu he was more engrossed with the affairs 
of other planes than of this and so he gave free discourses 
on the Vedas at . . . Hall. He was eager to lead the 
rank and erring materialists of America to the ancient 
and sacred paths of the Bishis. 

One night four old women, easily past sixty, came 
panting to our place in search of their Guru. Their 
faces were alternately lit -with joy and darkened with 
gloom. They had attended Soorthi’s Veda classes and 
wanted to obtain Moksha by embracing Buddhism ! 

“ Now that we are no longer young and flighty we 
are turning our attention to matters serious and spiritual. 
Our souls seek and hunger for Nirvana through our 
Lord and Saviour Buddha. Our pastor the Reverend 
Soorthi has not the necessary authority to baptise us. 
So he has sent a cable to your Archbishop in India for 
his permission. We are awaiting the reply.” 

“ May God help you ! ” said I to myself. 

One day a very attractive blonde sought me out. 
She wanted to learn touch-healing ! 

“ But, madam, I have no occult power whatever.” 

“ A Hindu telling me this ! ” she protested. “ I 
used to get severe headaches. A Swami touched my 



GOD, MAMMON & CO. 


163 


forehead and chanted many manlrams and I was cured 
on the spot. You Hindus are a mystic race ! ” 

A group of enterprising Americans wanted to start 
a new movement and sought my heip. It was to be a 
mixture of Buddhism and Christianity appropriately 
called Buxy (from the first two letters of Buddhism and 
the abbreviation of Christianity). I was to be its Dalai 
Lama. But I chose more arduous methods to earn 
my dollars. 



39. The Daily Mirror of American Life. 


H ERE is the diary of a typical year during 
Prohibition times in America, culled from the 
World Almanac. 


Jan. 1 
Jan. 3 
Jan. 4 
Jan. 16 

Jan. 21 
Jan. 22 

Jan. 23 

Jan. 31 


Feb. 5 


Police raid speakeasies, cabarets and boot¬ 
leggers during New Year celebrations. 
Rockefeller Charities consolidated with total 
net assets of $264,602,447.00. 

A thief Look glass tubes containing 100,000,000 
influenza germs from a doctor’s auto. 

Edgar D. Maple, Vice-President of the People’s 
Bank, Sullivan, Indiana, was shot dead by 
armed thugs. $4,000 was missing from the 
vault. 

Paul Jawonski, bandit who confessed that lie 
had killed seven in hold-ups, was executed. 
Because the average jury will not convict, 
U. S. Government has dropped thirty cases 
against booze-selling night clubs, 

$50 a year to provide delicacies for prisoners 
in the death-house at Sing-Sing is bequeathed 
by Sophie Bourke undcr-world queen of New 
York and Chicago. 

The well-dressed man should have at least 
twenty suits, a dozen hats, eight overcoats and 
twenty-four pairs of shoes, reports the Fashion 
Board of the National Association of Merchant 
Tailors. [What then of the well-dressed 
woman ?] 

Clinton S. Carnes who rose from ex-convict 
to Treasurer of the Baptist Mission decamped 
with a million dollars. 
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Feb. 8 

Feb. 8 

Feb. 11 

Feb. 13 

Feb. 14 

Feb. 26 

Mar. 26 

Mar. 28 

Mar. 29 

Mar. 30 


John Beiznik, 23, an honours graduate, whose 
career as a burglar and robber had averaged 
less than $25 a week was sentenced to 15 to 
30 years. 

Asa Keyes, District Attorney, Los Angeles, 
was convicted of taking bribes. He was 
sentenced to 1 to 14 years. 

Ford endows with §5,000,000 the Edison 
Institute of Technology and the Museum of 
American Industries. 

Representative La Guardia accused Judge 
Winslow of misconduct. A Federal Grand 
Jury inquiry was begun. Judge Winslow 
resigned, protesting innocence. 

Gang war. Gunmen trapped seven members 
of North side “mob” of “Bugs” Moran and 
killed them with sawed-off guns. 

There was no bloodshed at the Chicago alder- 
manic election. The Thompson “machine” 
keeps control of the board, 

A brief but violent tumble in stock prices 
shook out thousands of scared “ margin ” 
gamblers. 8,246,740 shares were dealt in on 
the Stock Exchange. 

Mrs. Lama B. Sutton, divorcee, vanished from 
her home. Later, her headless body was 
found in the river. Still later the head was 
found. 

A federal warrant was issued against Congress¬ 
man Michaelson with importing, transporting 
and possessing liquor. 

Sam Sacco, 36, ex-convict, reformed crook, 
protege of the Marshall Stillman Movement 
was shot to death in revenge by his old 
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April 4 

April 5 
April 7 
April 13 
April 30 

April 18 
May 6 
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gangmen. They also killed his wife. Both 
were in bed. 

George Hough and Richard Galloghy, two 
university students, murdered two men m 
attempted hold-up. Each sentenced to 
imprisonment for life. 

Police Commissioner Whalen blamed Prohi¬ 
bition for the increase in crime, declared there 
were 32,000 speakeasies in New York City 
warned against the “hostess problem” which 
is “verging on vice conditions” and scored 
“sob sister’’judges who criticise police strong- 
arm tactics against criminals. 

It was disclosed officially that 100 persons 
have been killed in the enforcement of 
Prohibition laws. 

A Post Office employee, seeking promotion, 
made a “dud” bomb, and then “discovered” 
it. 

Louis Seelman, a Negro, killed a policeman 
in Nebraska and cheated the mob by killing 
himself. All Negroes then lied from the place. 
Tributes were paid to American generosity 
by the Prince of Wales and the Premier of 
Britain when the Prince laid the corner stone 
of the new $1,000,000 Eastman Dental Clinic, 
the gift of George Eastman of Rochester, 
N. Y., to the poor families m London. 

A Boston jury has again upheld the “obscene 
book” law under which Theodore Dreiser’s 
An American Tragedy has been banned. 

30 years sentence passed on Joseph Ferrugio 
who killed Harold Johnson aged 15 when the 
lad refused to marry his daughter. 
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May 11 

May 13 
May 17 
May 22 

June 4 
June 18 

June 21 

July 19 

July 20 

July 22 


Aug. 21 
Sept. 12 


The entire faculty of the Baptist College, Des 
Moines, were dismissed for teaching evolution. 
Thereupon the students threw eggs, etc. A 
court order reopened the college next day. 
Ralph Gleason, 22, jumped 200 feet to death 
from the crown of the Statue of Liberty. 
Alphonse (Searface) Capone, sentenced to a 
year in prison for carrying pistols in court. 
The Church of the United Brethren adopted 
a resolution dismissing ministers found guilty 
of smoking, chewing (tobacco) or using snuff. 
The $17,000,000 Bronx Terminal opened. 
Formation of $450,000,000 elecinc power 
company by J. P. Morgan & Co. 

Will Ilays, motion picture czar, divorced his 
wife on the ground of mcompatability. 
Masked bandits stole an armoured money 
truck containing $42,000 in cash and cheques 
and disappeared. 

Atlantic City’s new 41,000 seat $15,000,000 
auditorium was dedicated with music, play 
and ice-ballet. 

1,300 long term convicts m Clinton State 
Prison made a break for liberty. They wrecked 
the power-house and though unarmed hurled 
all kinds of missiles. Three convicts were 
killed including a wife strangler. 

Building racketeers set off their eleventh 
incendiary fire. 

Baltimore began its 200th birthday with a 
parade. Mayor Broening released a carrier 
pigeon which carried a message for the 
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Sept. 30 


Oct. 7 


Oct. 15 


Oct. 23 

Oct. 26 

Nov. 9 

Nov. 11 
Dec. 2 
Dee. 4 


President. Simultaneously 500 other pigeons 
were released carrying greetings to Mayors of 
other cities. 

William Shearer, American shipbuilders’ agent 
at the Disarmament Conference denied that 
he lobbied there against disarmament, also 
denied that he was an associate of inter¬ 
national crooks. 

Albert B. Fall, former Secretary of the Interior 
was tried by the Supreme Court for accepting 
a bribe of $100,000 in the leasing of the Elks 
Hills naval oil reserve. Fall was found guilty. 
Rudy Cnmino, 23, a “human fly” climbed to 
the top of the 44-storey Civic Opera Building 
at Chicago, then tried to slide down a rope 
head-first but lost his grip and fell 20 storeys 
killing himself and a pedestrian. 

The Wall Street Stock Market was smashed 
down $5,000,000,000 m an avalanche of 
selling. 

Mrs. T. W. Evans took off in an aeroplane for 
her accouchment. Mother and child came 
down safe. 

The Court of Los Angeles passed a prison 
sentence of 1 to 50 years on A. Pantages for 
assaulting criminally Eunice Pringle, 17, a 
dancer. 

Ruth Rockwell, 18, committed suicide by 
leaping from a plane. 

Ford Motor Co., raised minimum wage from 
$6 to $7 a day. 

James Fernando, convicted of kidnapping 
Jackie Thompson, 5, was sentenced to 30 to 
60 years in prison. 
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Dec. 18 Congress appropriated §32,500.000 for Pro¬ 
hibition enforcement. 

Dec. 20 Drinking among High School and College 
students goes on mostly at parties, dances, 
hotels and m parked automobiles, according 
to a church survey. 

Dec. 28 Armed robbers got §104,500 m armoured car 
that had just left New York Post Office. 

One can compile a similar diary of any other people 
on earth. But none of them would perhaps match that 
of America in its macabre and picturesque qualities. 



40. The Epic of America 

M Y studies in America had finished. The U. S. 

Immigration Department wrote to me when and 
by what boat I was sailing. I was not slow to take the 
hint. I did not want to overstay and offend my 
hostess. 

Numerous American friends had come to the boat 
to bid me farewell. They loaded me with presents and 
souvenirs, books to read and fruits to eat on the voyage. 
Whatever insults I had suffered in their country as an 
Asiatic I forgave in our last few moments together. I 
had earned more money there than in all my life and 
she had given me an education and made me a man. 
How could I be ungrateful to her ? 

The engines throbbed. Thud, thud. 

“ You’ll come again ? ” 

“ Possibly.” 

A land old lady embraced me good-bye. 

And lo ! The enormous and serrated skyline of 
New York confronted me, now for the last tune. Every¬ 
thing about America is colossal, like the waters of the 
Mississippi and the Missouri and the giant Sequoia trees 
of the Mariposa grove. A Yank proudly claimed that all 
the waters of the Thames will not be sufficient for a 
gargle at the mouth of the Mississippi! There is something 
in the American soil and air which helps things to 
immense dimensions. Their skyscrapers and corporations 
breathe the same air, are twins to their trees and rivers. 
The shoemakers report that the size of the feet of the 
younger generation is bigger than that of the older, and 
dress-makers also report likewise. Nature and nurture, 
healthy outdoor life in the big open space, bracing 
climate and the best of foods have contributed to their 
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splendid physique. Naturally the Americans are vain 
about their “vast” and “great” country. America 
indeed has the biggest buildings, the biggest factories 
and perhaps the biggest fools on earth. 

There is a story that a professor suggested the 
Elephant as a thesis to a class composed of an English¬ 
man, a Scotchman, a German, a Frenchman and an 
American. The Englishman wrote on The Elephant 
and Sports, the Scotchman on The Elephant and Thrift, 
the German on The Elephant and Philosophy, the French¬ 
man on The Love Affairs of the Elephant and the Ameri¬ 
can appropriately on “Bigger and Better Elephants.” 

... At first the Statue of Liberty and then the silver 
tower of the Empire State Building faded out of sight. 

I subsided into a stream of thought. The sky¬ 
scrapers, joke for Europeans, are not made of porcelain ; 
neither are they ant-hills, beehives, cacti or other frealt 
of nature. There was not the like of them in Europe 
or Asia. If architecture expresses the soul of a people 
America soars skywards. And what are the imponder¬ 
ables, the brawns and the brains behind the great 
American show ? 

America is the wealthiest country on earth, the new 
El Dorado. The average wealth of the American is 
$2,500 and that of an Indian is Rs. 120 or $40. While 
their missionaries trade m the next world their 
merchants and manufacturers successfully trade in 
this and Americans have piled up three-fourths of 
the total gold stock of the world m U. S. A., but 
India—Pliny’s “sink of gold”—has no more than what 
is worn on the toe and nose of her womenfolk. U. S. 
has hoarded her gold in a special underground fortress in 
Tennessee. The gold which is quarried out of the bowels 
of the earth in South Africa or Australia is after all the 
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trouble buried back into its bowels m America ! The 
average daily wage m IJ. S. A. is $4, ours 4 annas or 10 
cents. Tlie Viceroy ol' India gets Rs. 3,60,000 or 
$120,000 a year* and the President of U. S. A. $75,000. 
Average American life is 50 years and ours 25. Their 
workmen go in cars and ours m rags. There is a car 
to every four men—the new “carocracy” of America. 

There is no millennium m U. S.; the soup kitchens 
and breadlines are too much m evidence for any such 
illusion. They may not have a “chicken in every pot” 
and “a car m every home” as promised by Presidential 
candidates. But compared to other peoples they have 
the highest living standard in the world. They have 
plenty to eat while millions in India go hungry even 
for a single meal. 

No fairy godmother bestowed these gifts on America 
overnight and disappeared. Hard work is the secret of 
their success. They sweated in the sun and shivered in 
winter’s chill to build up the America that is. Efficiency 
is their new god and Babbit his apostle, which is the 
funny side of things. Unlike the parasitic dukes and 
zemindars of Europe and Asia the bloodsuckers of 
America are themselves hard-workers. In less than two 
centuries human intelligence transformed forests and 
prairies into smiling fields and humming towns. U. S. 
has become the factory of the world. More commercial 
than martial, this one-time debtor nation is now the 
creditor—some would say the Shylock—of the world 
and could boast that she lends to all and borrows from 
none. What are two centuries in the history of a nation 
but as the twinkling of an eye, as a dream and an 
awakening. 

* After India attained independence the salary of the Goveinor- 
General haa been fixed at Rs, 06,000 ol $22,000 a year. 
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The Pilgrim Fathers, Puritans and Quakers, seeking 
an asylum from the intolerances of the mad old world 
landed in America towards the end of the 17th century. 
It was the new Canaan. The wretched immigrants lived 
in small log-cabins along the Atlantic coast. Such were 
the humble beginnings of the Americans. The “White 
trash” of Holland, France and other countries in Europe 
followed. They brought nothing with them but their 
brains and a capacity for hard work. 

In a few years began the long trek into the wild and 
unchartered West. The caravan of covered waggons 
with women and children started on its historic journey. 
The perils and tragedies on the way were countless. 
Wild animals and rattlesnakes attacked the weary, way¬ 
worn pioneers hungering after land, searching for a 
home. And wilder than animals the Red Indians slew 
the Whites with tomahawk and poisoned arrow. In this 
cosmic clash gunpowder and treachery won and the 
conquisitadores smashed and swept victoriously over 
mountain and desert. It was without precedent m 
history. The Whites spread themselves from the Atlantic 
to the Pacific. The great adventure called forth all 
their great qualities for organisation and leadership. 
Such is the epic of America—land of Kit Carsons and 
Buffalo Bills—roughriders, trailblazers, gold-seekers, 
scoundrels, empire builders and men of vision. 

Not for delectations sweet, 

Not the cushion and the slipper, 

Not the peaceful and the studious, 

Not the riches safe and palling, 

Not for us the tame enjoyments, 

Pioneers ! O Pioneers ! 
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Do the feasters gluttonous feast ? 

Do the corpulent sleepers sleep ? 

Have they lock’d and bolted doors ? 

Still be ours the diet hard 
And the blanket on the ground. 

Pioneers ! O Pioneers ! 

It is the grand American cavalcade. 

Towards the close of the 18th century America 
rose against the tyrann y of Britain. The Boston Tea Party 
was the signal for revolt and in a few years she declared 
herself a Republic, sovereign and independent. There 
are many, however, on both sides of the Atlantic who 
to this day regret the incident. A century later came the 
tumult and turmoil of the long Civil Wars, when brother 
fought brother and son fought father, at the conclusion 
of which the forty-eight States banded themselves into 
a Union symbolised by the forty-eight stars on their flag. 

Knit together by thousands of miles of railways, 
telephone and cheap postage U. S. rapidly grew in 
prosperity and in the respect of other nations. She is 
now so rich and powerful that courted alike by friends 
and foes she proudly considers herself the colossus of 
the world ! 

It is no light task to hold together the various and 
often conflicting elements in that vast country. The 
distances are great, the interests varied. The South and 
the West are predominantly agricultural, the East mainly 
industrial, and the population heterogeneous, composed 
of the descendants of the English, German, French and 
other nations. The U. S. is not only a Union of States 
but almost a League of Nations. The racial and national 
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feelings come out of their hiding at every European 
scratch and squabble. There are in America all the 
complications of vertical and horizontal divisions. But 
when it comes to the test 120 million arms lift as one 
m the defence of a common motherland. 

If every major war adds to her already fabulous 
wealth, if she cashes in on the misfortunes of a Europe 
gone mad, she is not at fault. Greedy for profits and oil 
Europe chooses and makes her own wars. American 
prosperity is built on something more than war-time 
usuriousness. The eagle and not the vulture is her 
national emblem. Has not an English statesman said 
that the new world was discovered to redress the wrongs 
of the old. Her ideal is to march forward “ with malice 
towards none, with charity towards all.” “ Let us 
have faith that Right makes Might ” said Lincoln. 
“ My first wish is to see this plague of mankind, War, 
banished from the earth,” spoke Washington at Valley 
Forge. 

She may indeed at times fall short of her empyrean 
ideals. 

American prosperity is built on the rock of hard 
work and mutual confidence, character, for short—not 
the sort of character that is associated with the bare 
ankle. It means frank talk, straight deal. A bank, like 
hundreds of others, failed : there were many school 
children among the depositors. A wealthy citizen then 
went to the bank and paid off the children : he did not 
want young minds to lose faith m public institutions. 
It is for this reason that the shares of great corporations 
like the Standard Oil, the Chase National Bank, the 
G. E. C., and other huge concerns are bought and held 
by millions of investors. 
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It may sometimes be thought that the Yankees suffer 
from a sort of adult infantilism as truthfully reflected 
in their literature which is mostly shallow and puerile, 
in their press which is mostly glamour advertisements, 
in their churches which are mostly places for social 
“ meets,” in their science which is mostly concerned 
with the invention of gadgets, and above all in that 
which more than anything else is typical of America— 
their cinema which is mostly mush, jazz and bravado. 

The Americans are the most masculine and the 
most feminine people on earth; masculine in their 
strength and courage, feminine in their childish glee 
over a new tie or gadget—having been taught by 
schoolmarms in their boyhood. They arc easily the 
most hated and also the most loved people on earth. 

In distress and calamity you may depend on the 
American as a brother. One night our car got stuck up 
for want of petrol. Then a bump and we lurched 
forward ! An unknown benefactor was giving us a push 
to the gasolene station. We got out to thank him but 
he was gone. A small incident—but typical. 

Uncle Sam may sometimes be Uncle Sham, usurer 
and profiteer, but he is also the Good Samaritan who 
feeds famine-stricken China and war-ridden Europe. 

It is said England specialised in liberty, France in 
equality, and America in fraternity. 

It is the spirit of mutual help that has made hitch¬ 
hiking possible in the United States. Take your stand 
at the corners of roads and streets and sign to the cars 
the direction you want to go, and nine out of ten would 
stop and give you a lift. I knew students who have 
travelled m this manner from San Francisco to New 
York, a distance of nearly three thousand miles. The 
car owners may even take you to their homes and give 
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you food and shelter. If it is a pretty-faced woman 
who is hitch-hiking not only the nine but all the ten 
cars would stop. 

The Americans are kindly to foreigners. A fellow 
Indian watching a procession was collared by a sergeant 
for trespassing on the road. An American onlooker 
reported the matter to the Police Commissioner. “ A 
Hindu student has been insulted by one of our police 
sergeants. Would you like him to go back to his 
country and tell his people how we treat our guests ? ” 
The sergeant called the next day and apologised. How 
different from India, the super-land of Police Raj ! 

The Yankee globe-trotters are famous. They want 
to see all lands and peoples in the shortest time possible. 
So they go round the globe clicking their cameras 
where Caesar swooned or Cleopatra sneezed. But tourisls 
can see only the surface of things. They rush along m 
trains oblivious of customs and cultures beside which 
their oldest are as things of yesterday. Naturally these 
cold weather tourists are the butt of endless jokes. An 
American thought that the Aga Khan m the moonlight 
is the most beautiful sight in India ! Aga Khan was a 
slip for Taj Mahal. 

The American prides himself in being a “ rugged 
individualist.” He has more strength than sweetness. 
His country is the arsenal of democracy ! And he knows 
his duties no less than his rights. He believes in the 
“ square deal ” with his President and that this is the best 
of all possible worlds. He has a disarming cocksureness 
and a naive conception of life in general. In the light 
of the activities of their political bosses and sagamores, 
of their monopoly hunters and international concession 
seekers, and above all their deeply calculating dollar— 
and recently atomic—diplomacy, the claims of America 
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“to make the world safe for democracy’’ may sound 
amusing. The Americans contrive to persuade them¬ 
selves that they live in a democracy while in fact they 
live under a strongly organised oligarchy of wealth, 
which perhaps accounts for the stability of their govern¬ 
ment. But every nation hugs its own illusions and 
Americans seem to have an infinite, almost childlike, 
faith m Democracy, ma femme to whom their Walt 
Whitman trilled many a song. 

In essence Brother Jonathan is true to description. 
Cousin of John Bull he is prepared to sacrifice some of 
his rugged and ragged individualism for the common 
good but he is equally ready to die for his rights as the 
citizen of a republic. His cottage is his castle and 
fortress. He believes m private property as in a religious 
dogma. For every American is a potential millionaire. 
He holds that private interest is the secret spring of 
public virtue and is generally far too prosperous to be 
a Socialist. He clings to his acres and his stocks as the 
last bastions of civilisation m a crumbling world. But 
poverty also there is in the richest country under the 
sun. Near Wall Street I chanced once to see an old 
wretch railing up crumbs from a garbage can, though 
this perhaps was not a daily sight. The American 
capitalist and profiteer burns wheat and dumps milk 
into the ocean, when thousands are dying of thirst and 
hunger, to create an artificial scarcity and thus to 
bolster up prices—a recurrent theme for Socialistic 
satire. 

One does not see the sad poverty of the country on 
the flashy avenues and the garish boulevards but if he 
strays mto the alleys and by-lanes he may stumble across 
the dismal patches of life behind the grand and gilded 
facades. Bowery famous for its bums and down-and- 
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outs is not fnr from gold-and-diamond Fifth Avenue. 
But their poverty is nothing compared to that in India. 

The stride of the American is that of a god, back 
straight and head held high: he has none of our 
horizontal positions: he is as perpendicular as his 
architecture. He is no slave to tradition, for he has 
little—the advantage of being a new nation. He is an 
experimenter and iconoclast. He believes in action 
while we Orientals waste time meditating and levitating. 

Every American wants to be the President of his 
country, and if he does not, he refuses to grouse about 
his fate : he blames neither friend nor foe but only 
himself. He has little respect for wealth due to the 
accident of birth or lame due to fortune. The American 
is not perfect, far from it; everything goes by 
comparison. America, let us hope, is sound at heart 
even if they are busy all the time making money or 
making love ! 

None too sure of a life after death the young men 
and women of the West try to cram all the sweets of 
existence into the short span at their command. Ail the 
tunes must be played and all the dances must be danced 
before the puppets are gathered into the box. They 
live through and entirely for the senses. Drink and be 
merry, for today we are and tomorrow we are not; it 
is life’s brief harlequinade. 

I built my soul a lordly pleasure house 
Wherein at ease for aye to dwell. 

I said “ O soul, make merry and carouse, 

Dear soul, for all is well! ” 

Money can purchase them all the pleasures, and 
decadence must follow luxury as the night the day. 
Such is the fatal gift of gold. The Americans have so 
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much wealth that they do not know what to do with it : 
as gold became a curse to Midas, so their wealth has 
become a snare and a delusion to them. Drunkenness 
and fornication, disease and untimely death arc the 
results of an indecent haste of life. 

Ancient Atlantis was rich and powerful and blessed 
with every beauty but the ocean swallowed her up owing 
to the increasing luxury and vice of her inhabitants. 
May the sons of her Puritan fathers save the new 
Atlantis from a similar doom ! 

The wandering bards and philosophers of Europe 
and Asia love to brand America as materialistic, 
worshippers of Irving’s Almighty Dollar, and mechanistic 
like their robot. Does progress consist in a few snarling 
wires or bake-lite buttons ? Does civilisation consist in 
bath tubs or Ford cars ? The West is supposed to stand 
for Matter and the East for Spirit—whatever they may 
mean ; the West for knowledge—Science, the East for 
wisdom—Religion. But are such water-tight divisions 
of the mental and intellectual activities of man possible 
in the fundamental unity of life ? 

I have said that the soul is not more than the body, 

And I have said that the body is not more than the 
soul. 

Are not the words East and West however convenient 
in daily conversation, invented by the arbitrariness of 
geographers ? But how superior is the nickel-plated 
materialism of the West to our bankrupt and often 
spurious spiritualism. We use every one of their 
inventions and it comes with ill-grace from our lips to 
mock at them as the baubles and trinkets of a silly 
civilisation. The more we have of them the better, for 
progress is from the simple to the complex as Nature 
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makes it abundantly clear m her works. We fail 
enormously where the American succeeds easily ■ whatever 
they touch literally turns into gold: but whatever 
we touch turns into ashes. For we fail to cultivate a 
rational and scientific—commonsense—outlook on life 

It is unnecessary for us Orientals to gad about 
aping the Westerners who happen also at the present to 
be our masters. We look ridiculous in their starched 
collars and inverted bowls called hats. If only we could 
learn their virtues and forget their vices ! We want less 
of their tophat and whisky, less of their rouge and 
lip-stiek but more of their discipline, more of their 
sewage and sanitation, of soap and soup, if an anti¬ 
climax may be pardoned. 

Is Western life all tinsel and spangle, their 
civilisation a brilliant juvenilia, a sort of Hollywood 
plus Coney Island ? 

What is the leit-motif, the intangibles of American, 
Western civilisation ? 

It is courage and infinite daring m thought and 
action. To dare, to dare and ever to dare ! It is life 
which means kicking, living dangerously. The 
Westerners are not afraid to die winch after all is the 
final test for man. They are young at sixty; we are 
old, if not dead, at twenty. Master of the elements 
Man swims the seas and dives into their submarine 
depths, and ascends into the white mysteries of the 
stratosphere, “ where meteors shoot, lightnings are 
loosened and stars come and go.' 5 As a creator he is 
next only to God. No blind fatalist, the Westerner 
believes that he is the master of his fate and the captain 
of his soul. If ever a fatalist, the Westerner is a fatalist 
like Napoleon, confident m his invincibility. 
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The White man has conquered oceans and 
continents, and like Alexander, asks for more worlds to 
conquer. He has, of course, himself to conquer—which 
is rather a diflicult thing for the bumptious Westerner. 

A Lmdberg, Viking of the Air, flies solitary over an 
ocean and spans two hemispheres in twenty-four hours. 
Superb confidence, indomitable will. The spirit of 
St. Louis is the spirit of America—full of youth and 
audacity—elemental like the songs of their Walt 
Whitman. 

For we are bound where mariner has not yet dared 
to go 

And we will risk the ship, ourselves and all. 

We will sail pat,lrlcss and wild seas, 

We will go where winds blow, waves dash 

And the Yankee clipper speeds by under full sail. 

What did I learn in America ? Not more book 
knowledge—we have all the books m India—but a new 
attitude to life among widening horizons. 



GLOSSARY: INDIAN WORDS AND ALLUSIONS 

Agha Khan , leligious head ol rich Muslim sect, direct descendant 
of Mahomet the Piophet, and famous ownei of lace 
horses, including many Dei by winners Mamed and divorced 
many times mostly to Western dames Often weighed against 
gold and lccently against diamonds Now happy fatlier-in-law 
of film stai Rita liavwoith—Princess Marghcrrta 

Atma, soul. 

Avatar, Hindu incarnation. 

Bhogi, literally one who levels in sensual pleasures, an Epieuiean 
as opposed to Yogi who renounces all worldly pleasures. 

Jji'ika, sell worn ovei face by women in the East as a salety device 
against man’s lust. 

Chela, religious disciple 

Dalai Lama , the Supreme Head of Tibetan Buddhism, selected as such 
through his possessing on his body certain auspicious birth-marks. 

Fakir, wandering hermit 

Glim, teacher. 

Kali Yitga, the Age of Wickedness as the present one is called m Hindu 
Mythology—not far wrong considering the atom bomb and othei 
menaces to life and civilisation 

Kama, Ilindu god of love, Cupid. 

Karma, duty, destiny 

Kubera, Hindu god of wealth. 

Muutrams, magical spells 

Menaka, Hindu goddess of beauty 

Moksha, salvation. 

Nagna Sanyasms, hermits, who wander about absolutely naked, held 
rn great veneratron as having attained complete renunciation 
from all worldly ties. 

Nirvana, Buddhist salvation, self-annihilation through absorption into 
nothing—whatever that may mean. 

Om, Hindu mystic spell, supposed to comprehend the whole universe 
in its meaning. 

Rakshasas, demons in Hindu mythology. 



Ram, Ram, Sita Ram, Hindu religious greeting. 

Rambha, Hindu goddess of beauty 

Havana, demon king of Lanka (Ceylon), with ten heads and twenty 
arms, abductor of Sita wife of Ennee Sree Rama, hero of the 
Ramayana 

Rishis, Hindu saints. 

Shanti, peace, especially of the soul. 

Slokas, Stanzas. 

Swamt, literally Master, but applied us a teim of respect towards 
religious men in general. 

Syitatt Christians, a sect of Chnstians found in large numbeis mtlio 
south-west coast of India, principally m the Stutoj, of Travancure 
and Cochin, founded by St. Thomas the ApOHtle in the first 
century mid calk'd Syrian primarily because the liturgy used in 
the Church is in the Synac language 

Thilottama, Hindu goddess of beauty. 

Tnsanhu, a god in Hindu mythology who was suspended between 
Heaven and Earth as a punishment for his overweening 
ambition to be as poworful as the mightiest among the gods. See 
Longfellow’s poem Trisanku. 

Vanda Mataram, populai Indian National Song once upon a time 
banned by British Government as seditious 

Vfdas, Hindu Scriptures 

Viswakarma, divine architect in Hindu mythology, and patron saint 
of carpenters 

Visiaamitra, ono of the most powerful nslns (saints) in Hindu 
mythology 

Yogi, one who practises yoga, having renounced the world, a hermit. 
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